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■■PlTHE- 

life and 

death OF KING 

2> THE 
SECOND; 

With new Additions of the 
‘Parliament Scene , and the 

Depofing of King Richard. 



As it bathbeenc a&ed by the Kings Majeftics 
Servants, at the Globe. 






LONDON, 







King ‘fyehardthe lecond, 



ziAclm Prtirius, Scxna Prirna 



P«V\% „ " dlou , acc0r ding to thy oath and band, 
ll u OUgh,t ^ 1C ^ er Henry Hereferd , thybold fon** 

tJt 7 L. e f ? ma ^ e 8° od,t N boyfterous late appeale 
Which then our leafure would not let vs heare, 

gainft the Duke pfffiotjvlfy?' "Them^a Mowbray} 
Cj4uvt* 1 haue my Liege. J 

Ki ing. Tell me moreover, haft thou founded him, 

H he appeale the Duke dn ancient malice, ' 

Or worthily as a good fubieft fhould, - 1; ‘ 

onfomeknowne ground of treachery in him- ‘ 

Gg» t . As neere as l cbuld lift him on that argumefit, : . ,* r 
On fome apparant danger leenein him, " 5 ; '! « . > 

*ym d at your highheffc^didueiefetenialtee; ; 1 ? ‘ y ^ 5 
An^*- our prefence face to face : 

b JT- t0 brow > °« r wiii itikte* -«3L 

n jjft de *fe *stbe fea ; hafty as fire. 
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The Life anf DmW 



Emir BnllingbYookt y atti -More bray. 

. Bttli Many yeeresof happy dayes befall 
My graciousSbveraigne; my loving Liege;', .. . I? 

Each day ftill better others happineffe, 

Vntill the heavens enuying earths good hap, 

Addc an immortal! title to your Crowne* 

King. Wethanke you bothyyet one but flatters vs, 
Aswellappearethby the cau(e ypu come,. { , 

V Tamely to appeale each other of high treafqn* 

'o fin of Hereford, what doft thou obiecl 
• gainft the. Duke of MorfulkefThomas Mowbray ? 

"Bui. Firft, (heaven be the record of my fpeech ,) 

Lithe devotion of a iubecls love, 

Tendring the precious fafety ofmy Prince, 

And free from other mif-begotten hate, 

Come 1 appelant to his Princely prefence* 

Now Thomas Mowbray t doe I turne to thee, 

And marke my greeting well : for what 1 fpcake, 

My body (hall make good upop this earth, 

Or my divine Soule anfvver it in Heaven* 

Thou art a Tray tor, and a milcrcant ; 

Too good to be(o,and too bad to live. 

Since, the more faire andChriftallis the Skie, 

The. uglier feemes the Clouds, that in it flye : 

Once more, the more to aggravate the note, 

With a fouletraitorsname,lluffeIthy throat, 

And wifh (fopleafe my Soveraigne) ere I move, 
what my tongue Ipeakes, my right drawne Iword may 
Mo*** Let not my coole words, here aecufe my, zeale ; 
Twttot the tryall of a womans warre, 

clamour of two eager tongues, 

C Arbitrate this caufe betwixt ustwaine: 

^hlood is hotthatti)p|lbec.ooTd for this, ■■my. 
jgm I not of fuch tame patience, boaft, 

^.Jnlpe hufi.it, and nought at all to lay* ■ . 

faire reverence of your Highnefle curbes me, 
£tOvi : giving reine s and fpurres to my free fpeech, 

Wfeph once would poll, untill it had return’d 
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The 



of diehard the JecmI7~ 

Thefe termes of treafon, doubly downe his throat* 

Setting afide his high bloods royalty. 

And let him be no kinfman to my Liege, 
ldoedefiehim,and Ifpitat him, 

Call him a flandrous Coward, and a Villaine; 

Which to maintained would allow him oddes, 

And meet him, were I tide to runne a foote, 

Even to the frozen ridges of the Alpes, 

Or any other ground inhabitable, 

Where ever English man durll fet his foote* 

Meanetime, let this defend my loyalty. 

By all my hopes mod falfely doth he lye* 

Bui. Pale trembling Coward, there I throw my gage. 
Declaiming here the kindred of the King, 

And lay afide my high bloods royalty. 

Which feare,not reverence makes me to except, 

. Ifguilty dread have left thee fo much ftrength. 

As to take up mine honours pawne,then ftoope, ' a /f ■ 
By that, and all the rights of Knighthood elfe. 

Will I make good againft thee arme to arme. 

What 1 have fpoken, or thou canil devife* 

Mow. I take it up, and by that fword I fweare. 

Which gently layd my Knighthood on my dioulder, 

He anfwer thee in any faire degree. 

Or Chivalrous deligne of Knightly tryall : 

And when I mount, alive may I not light. 

If I be traytor , or un/uftly fight* 

King . What doth our Cofin lay to Mowbray es charge ? 
It mull be great that can inheriteus. 

So much as of a thought of ill in him * 

Bftl, Looke what I fayd my life fhall prove it true. 
That Mowbray hath receiv’d eight thouland Nobles, 

In name of lendings for your highneffe Souldiers, 

The which he hath detain’d for lewd imployments, 
Like a falfe Tray tor, and iniurious Villaine, 

Befides 1 fay, and will in battell prove. 

Or here or elfewhcre to the furtheft Verge 
That ever was furvey’d by Englilh eye. 
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That all the treafons of thefe cighteene y eares 
Complotted and contrived in this Land, 

Fetcht from falfe (^lowbray their firft head and fpring. 
Further I fay and further will maintaine 
V pon his bad life,to make all this good. 

That he did plot the Duke of plotters death, 

Snggeft his foone beleeving adverfarus, 

And confequently like a Traytor Coward, 

Sluc’d out his innocent foule through ftreames of blood; 
Which blood , like facrificing Abels cryes, 

(Even from the tongueleffe cavernes of the earth) 

To me for Iuftice, and rough chafticement : 

And by the glorious worth of my deferent. 

This arme fhall doeit,or this life be fpent. 

King. How high a pitch his refolution foares ; 
Thtma*o( Norfolke, what fayeft thou to this ? 

Mow. Oh let my foveraigne turnc away his face, 

And bid his eares a little while be deafe. 

Till 1 have told this dander of his blood. 

How God and good men hate fo fowle a Iyer. 

King. Mowbray mpartiall are our eyes and eares, 
Were he our brother, nay, our Kingdomes heire, 

As he is but our fathers brothers fonne ; 

Now by my Scepters awe.Imakea vow. 

Such neighbour-nCerenefTe to ourfacred blood. 

Should nothing priviledge him, nor partialize 
The unftooping firmenefle of our upright foule. 

He is our fubiedf (Mowbray) fo art thou. 

Free fpeech and feareleffe,I to thee allow. 

Mow. Then BulUngbrookt as low a's cothy heart, 
Through the falfe paflageofthy throat; thoulyeft: 
Three parts of that receipt I had for Callice, 

Disburft I to his Highneffe fbuldiers • 

The other part referv’d I by content, :, ‘ v ;l. 

For that my foveraigne Liege was in my debt, 

Vpon remainder of a deare account. 

Since laft I went to Trance to fetch his Queene: 

Now fwallow downc that Jye.For Glofters death. 




I flew him not ; but (to mineowne difgrace) 

Negleffed my Avorne diityin that cafe : 

For you my Noble Lord of Lancafter, 

The honourable father to my foe. 

Once I did lay an ambufh for your life, 

A trefpaffe that doth vex my grieved foule: 

But ere I laft receiv’d the Sacrament, 

I did confeffeit,and exaftly begg’d 
Your Graces pardon,and I hoped had it. 

This is my fault: as for the reft appeal’d. 

It iffues from the rancour of a villaine, 

A recreant,and moft degenerate Traytor, 

Which in my felfe I boldly will defend, * 

And entcrchangeably hurle downemy gage, 

Vpon this overweening Traitors foot, * 

To prove my felfe a loyall Gentleman, 

Even in the beft blood chamber'd in his bofome. 

In hafte whereof moft heartily I pray 
Your Highneffe to afligne our tryall day. 

King. Wrath kindled Genlemen be rul’d by me * 

Let s purge this fcholler without letting blood : 

This we preferibe , though no Phyfition. 

Deepe malice makes too deepeinci/Ion. 
ForgCt,forgive,conclude,and be agreed. 

Our Doftors fay, this is no time to bleed. 

Good Vncledet this end where it begun, . . 

Wee 1 calme the Duke of TTorfolke,ym your fonne . 

T# be a make-peace fhall become my age, 
Throw downe(my fonne) the Duke of Norfolk*] gage. 
And Norfolk throw downe his. 
aunt. When Harry when? Obedience bids, 
Obedience hid*, MM* not bid agen. 

down^webid ;there is no boote. 

Mu t ^ rOW (^ad Soveraigne)at thy foot. 

My life thou fhalt command, but not my fhaie, 7 

‘.v: 

T^T 8 , j£? eatfr khar lives upon my gt-ave 
Todarke dilhonours ufe, thou fltaltnot have. 



. lam 





ffe' Life 73 Em® 






I am diferac'd, impeach’d, andbaffeld here, ■ 
P,™d to the foule with {landers arenom d fpearet 
The which noBalmecancure, but his heart blood 
Which breath’d this poyfon* 

Rage muff be withftood: 

Give me hif °age: Lyons make Leopards tame*. 

Mow^i ea^but not change his fpots- take but my flume, 

And Irefignemy gage* My deare, deare ord. 

The pureft trealure mortall times afford,- 
Is fpotlefle reputation : that away. 

Men are but gilded loa me, or painted clay. 

A jcwell in a ten-times barr d up Gtieit, 

I s a t bold fpirit in a loyall breft. 

Mine honour is my life ; both grow in one . 

Take honour from me, and my life is done* 

Then (deare my Liege) mine honour let me try , 

In that 1 live, and tor that will 1 dye. . ; ; i n . ...| 

King. Cofin throw downc your gage, 

heaven defend my foule from fuch foule to- 
Shall I feeme Crcft-falnein my fathers fight, 

' Or with pale beggar-feare impeach my height 
Before this out-dar’d dallard? Ere my tongue, ; - r - ! 
Shall wound mine honour with iucn feebk.wrong 5 

Or found fo bale a parle : r my.tecfih M.ware : f L w 
The flavith motive of recan&ngifr^e, j 
A nd fpit it bleeding in this high dijgmce,. i om.» [f 
Where fhame doth 

King. We were -not borne to foe, but to command, 
Which face we cannot doe tormke.^oufiaeiW ^ ^ 
Be ready, (as your lives thall anfwer tfl ) 

At CoventretyUpon Saint Lamberts, fay 

There fnallyour Swords and Lan^s. arbitrate | 

The fwelling difference of your fetlcd hate * • 

Since we cannot attone you,vfa ‘ 

Iuftice defigne the Vifton %lry,i.^ { 
Lord Marshall, command our Officers atArme , J 



of Richard the fecond. 

Be ready to dire& chefe home, Alarmes.' 



Exeunt. 
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Enter Gaunt, and Diutehefe ofGlocefter. 
Gamt» -Alas, the parti had in G letters blood. 
Doth more folicite me than your, exclaimes. 

To ftirre againfi the butchers of his life. 

But finefe cbmbftion iyechia pfarte hand's y 
Which'madc the fault that we cannot correiS, 

Put we onr quarrel 1 to the will of Heauen, 

W ho when they fee the' hbures ripe oh earth. 

Will raigne hot vengeance on offenders heads. 

Finds brotherhood in thee no fharbsr fpurre ? 

Hath love in thy old blood no lining fire - ? r 
Edwards feven (onnes ( whereof thy felfe art one ) 

W here are feven vialles of his facred blood. J 

Or feuen faire branches (^ringing from one roote 



„ . . ; {■ ‘t pn'o qoe roote: 

Some of thole feuen are dryed by natures courfe 
Some of thole branches by th<e deftinies cut • 1 
But Thomas my. deare- Lord, my life,my Gto'fier 
One V, all full of Zr«WA facred blood, V ’ 

One flounfiiing branch ofhiSmoft Royall roote 
and all the precious Ijquor fpilt: 
is hackt downe,and his fummer leaves all vaefed 
® y Envies hand, and Murders bloody Axe. 

Ah Gaunt ? His blood was thine,that bed that wombe 
That mettal!,that felfc-mould that faftion ! d theT 

YKa'rtthouSkht,- tho SS ht , hoa *nd breatVft 
Jn f i 1Iai nem him : thou doeftconfent 
In fome large meafure to thy Fathers death 

Wh™ th °L U feeft . thy wret ched brother dv, 

WhowasthemodellofthyFatherslife, ’* 

Oil it not patience (Gaunt) it is delpaire 
In luffering thus thy brother to be iiaubhWd 

B a * 




The Life awl Death 

T&on&evVft thenakfed patbWay to tliy'Iife, ■ w W 
Teaching fterne murther how to butcher thee* 

That which in rneane men we intitle patience 
3s pale cold cowatdife in nofrle brcafts U 
W hat (hall I fay, to'fafegard thine owne life, 

Thebeft way is to venge my-frleMrs death. • _ 

Gaunt* Heavens is the quarrell : for Heavens fubftitute 
His Deputy anuoynted . in hishght, % mA 

Hath caus’d his death , the which -if wi^)gti}ll.y u ; 

Let heaven revenge. : for- 1 mfyipeuerjitt. 

An angry arme ,ag#!$! % anif . 

Dut. W here -then- iC- alas. may! pqmpkunfc gwfcuel 
Gan. To heayen } therwid<Jp^s^ampion to defence, 
Z)«.\Why then I will : farewell old Gaim* 

Thou go’ft-to. Coventry , tlreretio bolrold. 

Our Colin ff^eford.','Andfe\l lb hgii 

0 lit my husbands wrong? on Hcrcfird{jQ^e :: j , . 

That it may eat^JI?wfe : 

Or if misfortune mifle the. -ntft ^arreer^ ■ r •; : >1 
’EtMowdrayei finnes lo:heavyinlris bofome, c _, 

Thatthey may bteakchis foamingcourfersbackej.. 

And throw.tlrCj Rider headlong in the Lifts? . , 

A C ay tiffe recreant to my Coftji Hereford. 

Farewell old daunt ,thy fometimes brothers wife" t , 
\V ith her companion Greefe , muft end her life. 

Gau. Sifter fare, well, ; I mull to Con entry. 

As much good, flay with tli^e . as .go withjflae* 

Dut,. Yet one word more Greefe boundeth wn^i 
Not with the 'empty hollownefle., but weight, i falsj 

1 take my leariebeforel hauebegun, . 

For ferrow ends not -; when it feemeth done. 
Commend me to my brother Edvard Pori'S- 
Loe, this is all : nay yet depart not icy ; 

I hough this be all , do nor fo quickely- goe, 

I lhall remember more. Bid him, Oh, what ? 

With all good-fpeed-at Plefrie vifite me- 
Alacke,and what lhall good old Porks c b ere fee 
But empty lodgings, apd Jinftrntfh’ 4 •;» 




* — -xvLvij ttnii fyc'j twn(A % 

Vh*peopfd Offices, untroden Hones? 

And what heare there for welcome, but my groanes? 
Therefore commend me, let him not come there. 

To feeke out forrow, that dwels every where: 

Defolate, defolate will I hence and dye, 

The laft leave of thee, takes my Weeping eye. Exeunt. 



Secena T’ertia. 




'SnterMar frail, ana Numeric. 

Mar. My L. Aumerle, xsHarry Hereford arm’d f 
slum. Yea, at all poynts, and longs to enter in. 

Mar . The Duke ofNoifblke, Iprightfully and bold, 
Stayes btit the fumnfons of the Appellants Trumpet. . 

A u . W h v then .thq Campions, are prepar’d, and Ray 
For nothin^irt his Maiefties approach* 

>"oi' Piyb bo;.r: : THouriJbo 

Enter King, Gaunt, Bnfry, Bagotfi. reene., 
and. others', Theu Mowbray -fa Mr- , 

wor, and Harrold. 

Rich. Marika It, demand of yonder Champion 
The caufe of his arrival! here in Armes,: & f , - . 

Aske him his name, and orderly proceed 
To fweare him in the juftice of his caufe. 

Mar. In Gods Name, and the Kings, fay whothotr art, 
Anc. why thou corn'll, thus Knightly clad in Armes ? 
Againft what-man thou cos^ncl what’s thy quarrell, 
Speaketruely,on thy Knighthood, and thine oath. 

As lo defend thee heaven, and thy valour. 

My name is Tho. c>rw%,Dukeof Norfolke, 
Who hither come, engaged by my oath 
(Which heaven defend^ Knight foouid violate) 

Bothto uefend my loyalty and truth, . 

To God , my King, and his uiccecding iffue, 

Ag amft the Duke of Hereford, that. .appeales me. 

' ' Ba ' * And 




' — Tmrmje-ana ue eu w ~ 

And by the grace ofGod and this mine arhie. 

To proue him (in defending bf my felfe) 

A tray tor to my G od, my King,and me, 

And as I trueiy fight,defend hie hfeaven. 

Tucket. Enter Hereford ytnd Harold* 
T/tA-Marfhall : aske yonder Knight in Armes, 

Both who he is, and why hecommeth hither. 

Thus placed in habiliments of warre; 

And formally according to our Law 
Depofe him in the iufiice of his cauie. ( t |j er 

Mar - What is thy name, and wherefore corn’ll thou hi- 
Before Kang Richard inhisRoyall Lifts ? 

Againft whom com’ft thou ? and What’s thy quarrell? 
Speake iikea true Knight/o defend thee Heaven. 

But* Harry or Hereford, Lancafler } znd Derby, 

Ami: who ready here doe ftand in Armes, 

■To prove by heavens grace , and my bodies valour. 

In Lifts,on Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolk?., — 

That he’s a Traytorfoule and dangerouV, 

To Godof heaven. King Bichardynd. tome. 

And as T trueiy fight, defend me heaven, 

Mar. On paine of death,no perfon be fo bold, 

Or daring hardy as to touch the Lifts, 

Except the Marlhall , and filch Officers 
Appoynted to diretfthsre faire defignes . 

A#/. Lord Marftialljlet mekiffe my Soiieraignes hand, 
And bow my knee before his Maiefty : 

Por Mowbray and my felfeare like two men. 

That vow a long and weary pilgrimage, 

T hen let vs take a ceremonius leane 
AndJ°ving farewell of our feverall friends, • 

^r.The Appealantinail duty greets your Highneg 
And cravesto kifle your-hand,and take his leave, 
JucA.AVe will delcend,and fold him in our armes, 
t-Oliflot Hereford-, as thy caUfe is tuft. 

So be thy fortune Iri this toy ill fight « 
farewell, my blood, which if to day thou Ahead, 

■ " Lamptf 



of Richard the fecond. 

Lament we may, but not reuenge thee dead* 

Bui • Oh let no Noble eyeprophane a teare 
For me, if I be goar’d with Morbrayes fpeare: * 

As confident, as is the Falcons flight 
Againft a Bird, doe I with Mowbray fight. 

My loving Lord, I take my leave of you. 

Of you (my Noble Cofin ) Lord Aumerle ; 

Not ficke, although I have to doe with death. 

But lufty, young, and chearely drawing breatho 
Loe, as at Englifh Feafts, fo I regreet 
Thedaintieft laft,to make the end moft fweet. 

Oh thou the earthy author of my blood. 

Whole youthful! fpirit in me regenerate. 

Doth with a two-fold vigor lift me up 
To reach at vi&ory above my head, 

Adde proofe unto mine Armour with thy prayers. 

And with thy bleffings fteele my Lances-poynt, 

That it may enter Mowbayes waxen Coate, 

And furbifh new the name of John dG aunt , 

Even in the lufty haviour of his fonne. 

Gaunt. Heaven in thy good caufe make thee pro/p’rous, 
Be fwiftlike lightning in the execution. 

And let thy blowes doubly redoubled. 

Fall like amazing thunder on the Caske 

Of thy amaz’d pernicious enemy* - 

Rouze up thy youthfull blood.be valiant, andlive, 

"Bui. Mine innocence, and S. George to thrive* 

Mow. How ever Heaven or fortune pa ft my lot. 

There lives, or dyes,true to King Richards T hione, 
Aloyall, iuft, and upright Gentleman: 

Never did Captiue with a freer heart, 

Ca^l off hischaines ofbondage, and embrace 
His golden uncontroul’d enff anchifement, 

Mbre than my dancing foule doth celebrate 
This Feaftof Battle, with mineadverfary, 

Moft mighty Liege, and my companion Peeres, 

Take from my mouth, the wifh of happy yeates. 

As gentle, and as jocond, as to jeft, 

S 3 Goe 




5 'Rm vjfe ana jueaTff— 

<Goe I to fight : Truth, hath a quiet breaft. 

jR<c^.FareweIl,my I.ord,fecureIy I efpie 
Vertue with valour, couched in thine eye : 

Order the tryall Marshall, and begin, 

of Hereford, Lancalter, and Derby 
Receive thy Lance, and hea ven defend thy right. 

Bui. Strong as a Towre in hope, I cry, Amen. 

Mar.C oe bearethis Lance to 'Thomas D-of Norfolke, 
i Bar. Barry of Hereford, Lancafter,aod Derby, 
Stands here for God, his Soveraigne,and himfelfe, 

On paine to be found falfe and recreant, 

Toprove the Duke of Norfolke, Mowbray , 
ATraytor to his God,his King, and him. 

And dares him to fet forwards to the fight. 

2. Bar. Here ftandeth Tho, Mowbray Duke of Norfolk?. 
On paine to be found falfe and recreant. 

Both to defend himfelfe,and to approve 
Henry of Hereford, Lancafter,and Derby, 

To God, his Soveraigne, and to him chfloyajj: ^ ; Ll [ „ , 
Couragiouflyj and with a free defire, ' rc ,; 
Attending but the fignall to begin. A charge founded. 

Mar. Sound Trumpets, and fet forward Combatants. 
Stay, the King hath, thrpwne his Warder downe. 

Bich. Let ihemlay i>y their Helmets and their Speares, 
And b oth returne backe to their C haires againe : 

W ithdraw with us, and let the Trumpets found. 

While we returne thefe Dukes.what we decree, . 

-A long fiourt/h* 

Draw neere and lift 

What with our councell we havedone. 

For that our Kingdomes earth fliould not be foyld 
With that deare blood which it hath foftered. 

And for our eyes doc hate the dire afpecl 
Of civil] wounds plough’d up with neyghbours fwords, 
Which fo rouz’d up with boyftrous unturf d drummes, 
W ith harfti refounding Trumpets dreadful] bray. 

And grating fhoeke of wrathful! yrofV Armes, 

Might from our qui^t Confines fright faire Peace, 

And 



of Richard the fecond. 

Ahd : make us' wade evdn in our kindreds blood; 
Therefore, we banifh you our Territories. 

Yon feofin Hereford, uponpaine ofdeath. 

Till twice five- Summers haveenrich’d our fields? 
Shall not regreet our faire Dominions, '. 

But tread the ftrahger paths of banifliment. 

Bui. Your willhedone : this mu ft my comfort be, 
That Sunne that \v armes you herefhall fhineon me: 
Andthofehis golden beamed to you here lent. 

Shall poynt on me," and gilde my banifhment. 

Rich- Norfolke: for thee rernaines a heavier doome 
Which I with fdtne unwillingheffe pronounce,.. 
Theflye flow houresfoall' not determinate 
The datelefle limit of thy deare exile : 

The hopelefle word, of never to returne. 

Breathe againft thee, upon paine of life.'’ 

Mow. A heavy fentence my moft Soveraigne Liege,, 
And all unlooFd forfrom your Highneffe mouth : 

A deerer merit, not fo deepc amaime? 

As to be caft forth inthe common ayre 
Have I deferved at your Highnefie hands. 

The Language j : I have learn d thefe forty yeares 
{Mynative Englifh/now I muft forgoe, 

Ana now my tongues ufe is to me no more. 

Then an unftringed Vyoll, ora Harpe, 

Or like a cunning Inftrument cas’d up. 

Or being open, pilt into his hand s 

That knowes no touch to tune the hatmoriy. 

Within my mouth you haveengaofd my tongue ' 
Doubly purcUllift with my teeth and lips. 

And dull, unfeeling, 'barren ignorance, 

Is made my 'gaoler to attend on me: 

I am too old to fawne Upon a Nurfe? 

To farrein yeares to be a pupil!' now ; 

What is thy fentence then^but fpeechleife death? 
Which robsjmy tongue frombreatheing native breath ? 

Bich. It boots theenocto becompaifibnate. 

After our fentence, plaining comes too late- 



r he Life and Death 
Mow. Then thus I.tqrne me from tpy Countries light 

To dwell in folemne {hades of endleffe night. 

if/^.Returne againeand take an oath with thee, 
lay on our royall Sword ,your banifht hands, 
Sweareby the duty that you owe to heaven 
(Our par t therein we banifh with your felves) 

To kepe the Oath that we adminifter : 

You never fhali (To helpe you Truth and Heaven) 
Embrace each others loue in baniihment. 

Nor ever looke upon each others face. 

Nor ever writ, regreete, or reconcile 
This lowring tempeft of your home-bred hate, 

Nor ever by adviied purpofe meet. 

To plot, contrive, or complot any ill, 

’Gainft Vs our State, our Sub;e<fts,or our Land, 

Bui. I fweare. 

Mow . And I to keepe all this. 

Bui. Norfolke, fo farre, as to mineenemy. 

By this time ( had the King permitted us ) 

One of our foules had wandred in the ayre, 

Banifh’d this frayle fepulcher of our fiefh. 

As now our flelh is banifh’d from this Land. 

Confefle thy Treafons.ere thou fliethis Realmc, 

Since thou haft farre to goc, beaie not along 
The clogging burthen of a guilty foule. 

Mow .No BulUtigbroo Jt ever I were Traitor, 

My name be blotted from the Booke of Life, 

And I from heaven banifh’d, as from hence : 

But what thou art,hcavcn, thou, and I doe know. 

And all too foone ( 1 feare) the King fhali rue. 
■Farewell (my Liege) now no way can I ftray. 

Save backe to England, all the worlds my way. 

Rich. Vncle,even in the glafles of thine eyes 
I fee thy grieved heart : tby fadafpeft. 

Hath from the number of his banifh d yeares 
Pluck’d feureaway : iixe frozen Winters fpent, 
Returne with welcome home from banifhn ent. 

, Bui. How long a time lyes in one lit tie w ord : 

Foure 







■ #/ Richard the fecofid. 

.. p oi3re lagging Winters, and fourc wanton Springs 
Endinaworl fuchis the breath of Kings- 
Ca.,,. 1 thankc my Liegc.Umt in KB *™} f 
H?(hottensfonre yeares of my lonnes exile • 

But little vantage fhali 1 reape there y* 

For ere thefe fixe yeares that he hath to fpend 
Can change the Moones , -and bring their times about, 
Myoyle-dride Lampe, and ume-bewaftedlighc 
Shall be extina with age, and endleffe night - 
Mvipehof Taper, will be burnt, and done, 
Kindfold death, not let me fee my Tonne . 

Rich. Why Vncle, thou haft many yeares to hye. 
Gaunt Sm nota minute (King) thatthou canftgive ; 

Shorten my dayes thou,canft with hidden forrow. 

And plucke nights from me, but not lend a morrow « 

Thou eanft helpe time to furrow me with age, 

But flop no wrincle in his pilgrimage j 
Thy word is currant with him/or my death. 

But dead, thy kingdome cannot buy my breath. 

Rich. Ihy lbnne is banifh d upon good aduice 
Whereto thy tongue a party-verdi# gave, 

Whyat our Iuftice feem’ft thou then to lowre? 
Gdw.Things fwcet to taft, prove in digeftion lowre ' 

You urg’d me as a Iudge, but I had rather 

You would have bid me arguelikeaFather^ 

Alas,I look'd when feme of you fhould fay, 

I was too ftriato make mine owne away *• 

But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue, 

Againft my will,to do my felfe this wrong. 

Rich. Colin farewelhand Vncle bid him to? 

Six yeares we banifh him, and he fhali go. Exit. 

Flourijh. 

4u. Cofin farewell ;what pre fence mu ft not know 

From w here you do remaine, let paper fhow. - 

MarMy Lord, no leave take I, for I will ride 
As farre a« land will let me, by your fide. ' - 

Gaunt -Oh tp what purpofe doft thou hdrd thy words , 
That thoureturn’ft no greeting to thy friends ? 

' ... C Bui. 
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Bul.X haue too few to take my leave of you, 

When the tongues office ffiould be prodigall, • 

T o breath th’. abundant dolour .e$the heart. [ , ; ' 

Gatt.lby griefeds butahy afifence for a.time. ranorfl 
psl. Toy abient,griefe is prefent for that time*. 

/?«. U hat is fixe Winters, they are quickly gone ? 

To men. in joy„but gricfe tnaites one houre tetii i , 
g*H> Calf itf a>fha velffiehobtbou for;iika'iurevo v! 
BhI MyhaagitwBkflgb, When! milcaiHcrfo- ad Ilurf* 
Which find s it an inforced Pilgrimage. -- r.T 1 -> ^ 

Gdmt . The fallen paffage ofthy weary fieps : ..r' ! ; • Vi 
Efleeme a ioyJe, wherein thou, art to let 
The pKciofus Tewell of thy mamwon to '{ ■ vi 

Bui. Qii who-can iiold a firekhis hand b vm - I0 ;i2 
By thinkingon thb&ofty tfn&Am ? 3 , \ 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination of a feaft? 

Or wallow naked in December fhow 
By thinking on ph a nt a tbe ke & umme rs heate.f ■ 

Oh no, the apprehenfion of the good 
Giues but the greater feeling to the worfe : 

Fell forrowes tooth, doth ever rankle more 
Then when it bites, but lanceth not the lore. 

G^a.Comc.come (my forine)Ile bring thee on tby way 
Had I thy youth,: andcaufe, I would not day. w,- u:' r 
2?»/.Then Englands ground farewell jfweet foyIeadieu 3 
My Mother, and my Nurfe, which bearesmeyet : 

Where ere I wander, boaft ofthis lean, , ur ... ■ 

Though banifh yet a true-borne Englijfhman* to 
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2**er Ring^ttmtrle., Green, mdTagou: .run) ? 
Bich . We did pbferve* - Cofin 
How ftfre brought you high Hereford on, has- way* 

-■ Afttfl* 






of Richard the fttond* 

Autn.. I brought high Hereford (if you call him fo ) 

But to the next high way, and there I left nun* , 

Rich* And fay, what ftore of parting teares were thea • 
Aum-Vakh none by me: except the Northealt wind 
Which then blew bitterly againft our face 
Avvak’d the fleepy rhewrne, and fo by chance 

Did grace our hollow parting with a teare. ■ 

Rich* What faid our Colin when you parted with him? 

^.Farewell: & for my heart difdained that my tongue 
Should fo prophane the word, that taught me craft 
T o counterfeit oppretfion of fuch gricfe. 

That word feem’d buried in my forrowes grave. 
Marry,would the word farewell, had lengthen d houres. 
And added yeeres to his lhort banifhment. 

He Ihould have had a volume of Farewels, 

But fince it would not, he hald none of me. 

Rich. He is our Cofin (Cofm) but’tis doubt, 

When time ffiallcallhim home from banilhment. 
Whether our kinfman come to fee his friends, 

Ourfelfe, and Bnjhy, Bagot here and greenc 
Obferu’d hisCourtlhip to the common people : 

How he did feetne to dive into their hearts. 

With humble, and familiar ccurtefie, 

.W hat reverence he did throw away on flaves; 

Wooing poore Craftefmen,with the craft of fmiles. 

And patient under-bearing of hrs Fortune, 

As ’tweretp banifh their atfe&s vyith him. 

Off goes his bonnet to an Oyfter-wench, 

A brace of Dray-men bid God I peed him well. 

And had the tribute of his fupple knee, 

W ith thankes my CountrinjeUitny Loving friends. 

As were our England in rcuerfion his, 

And he our lub/e&s next degree in hope. 

Gr. Well, he is gone,and with him goe thefe thoughts 
Now for the Rebels, which Hand out in Ireland, 
Expedient mannage muft be made my Liege 
Ereturther lcy.lure,yeeldthe further meanes 
For their aduantagepand your highnefifedofie. saidh; ( 

C ^ Rich. 
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%kh. W e'will our felfein perfon to this warrey- ‘ V 
And for our Coffers, with too great a Court, 

Ahd liberall Largeffe, are growne fomewhat light, 

Wc are enforc’d to farme our royall Realme, - 

The revenew whereof fnall furnifh us 

For our affaires in hand : if they come fhort.’ 

Our fubfttutes at home fliall have Blancke-charters : 
Whereto,when they (hall know what men arc rich, 

. They fhall fubfcribe them for large fummes of Gold,- 
And fend them after to fupply our wants: 

For we will make for Ireland prefently. ' 

Enter Bujhy»- • 

Tufly, what newes ? 

Ba. Old IohnaGaunt is very ficke my Lord, 
Sodainely taken, and hath lent poft haftc 
To entreat your Maiefty to vilite him. 

Rich. Where lyes he ? 

Ba. At Ely-houfe. 

Rich. Now put it (heaven) in his Phyfitians mind/ 
To hclpe him to his grave immediately : 

The linning of his coffers fhall make Coates - ■ 

To decke ourSouldiersforthefe Irifh warres, ‘ 

Come Gentlemen, let’s all go vifit him : 

Pray heaven we may make haftc,and come too late, Exit> 
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Enter Gaunt ficke, "with the Duke of Tor 



Gau. Will the Kingcome* that I may breath my laft 
dnwholfomecounfell to his unftayd youth? 

Lor. V ex not your felfe> nor ftrive not with your breath 
For all in vaine comes counfell to his eare. 

Gau. Oh but v ( they lay) the tongues of dying men 
Jnforce attention, like deepe harmony j . 

Where 






of Richard the femd.' 

ts^sssss^Ssff- 

More are mens ends mark d ,tnen u 

The fettingSunne, and muficke is thecloie 

Asthedaltfafteof fweetes,isfvveeteftlaft,r ^ 

Writ in remembrance, more then things gjP . * 

Though Richard my lives counfell would l not hcare. 

My deaths fad tale, may yet nn-deafe biseare, - 
Tor. No, it is ftopt With other fiatt ring to ds 
As nravfes of his date: then there are found 
V&dm MeeterS, to whofe venome found - 
The open cares of youth doth alwaies llflen. 

Report of fafhions in proud Italy, - — 

Whofe manners ftill our tardyapifti Nation 

Limpes after in bafe imitation* 

Wheredoth the world thruft forth a vani y. 

So it be new, there’s no reipecT how vile. 

That is not quickly buzz’d into their eares * 

That all too late, comes counfell to be neara. 

Where will doth mutiny with wits; tegaxdi * . 

Direa not him,whofe way himielfc ^Ichofcy , 

Tis breath thou lackft, and that breath wiU thou 
Gaunt. Me thinkes I am a Prophet new wfpit <». 

And thus expiring doe foretell of him 
His rafh fierce blaze of Ryot cannot latt, ^ 

For violent fires foone burne out them ’ (Uott >• 
Small fhoures laft long, but fodaine ftormes are In G 

He tyres betimes,that fpurs too faftbetime , # 

With eager feeding food doth choake the feeder , , 

Light vanity, infaitat cormorant,- 
Confuming meanes' foone preyes upon ' 

This royall Throne of Kings, this Sceptred Hie, 

This earth of Majefty', this feate of Mars , 

This other Eden, demy Paradife, 

This Forties built by nature for her ielte, 

Againft infe$ion,and the hand of wares: ■ “ifcfe*-’ 
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this happy breed df then, this little $vs*id£>iew •••, . V j„ 
This precious ftoneTetihthe'filver Set# f .t,vk 1 
Which ferves it in the oflite of a wall. 

Or as a Moate defenfiue to a houfe, 

Againft the cnuyofleffe .happier. Lands, •;/ 

This blefied plot, this Earth this Rcalme, thjs England 
T his Nurfe, this teeming wombe of Royall kings, ■ ' ‘ 
Fear’d by their breed ^and famous for their birth/ 
Renowned for their deeds, as farre from home, * 

For Chriftiaa fervice,and trueChivalry, 

As is the l^tulcherin ftubborne Inry 

Of the worlds ranfome , b lefled Maries fonne. 

This Land of fuchdearefouies,this deare deareLand 
Dcare for her reputation through the world, * 

Is now Leas’d out (I dye pronouncing it ) 

Like to a Tenement, ©r pelting Farme* 

England bound in with the triumphant 'Sea, vrp J 

Whofe rocky foore beatesbackc the envious hedge 
Of watry Neptune, is now bound in with foame. 
With Inky blottes, and rottfcrr Parchment bonds* 
That England that was wontito conquer others,! i - 1 

Hath made a foamefull coriqoeft ©fit felfe-b i»r f.7 

Ah,, would the fcandall vanifh .with my life, ' i l i? 1 " 
How happy then were my enfuing death ? 
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Enter King, Quecne t tA.umcdc, Bitfhy, Greene, . 

Eag.otjJlps yitfd ifiliof'gh&j : - ■ • 

?V. The King is come,deale niiidly with his youth, 
For young hot Coal ts, being rag’d, doe rage the more. 
£hi. Haw fares our noble Vncte, 

Ri, VV.bat comfort man ?:HjOwifl ? writbaged 
Qa Oh how that name befits mycqmpoiition ::^ jil 
Old Gaunt indeed , and gaunt in being old : 

VVithin me gnefe hath kept a teadious fall. 

And whoabitaines from meace, thacisnot gaunt : 

, e -F°& England long time have I watcht 
Watching breeds leannelle, leanneffe is all gaunt : ■ > ' ' 
The plealure that lbme Fathers feed upon, 



of Richard the femi. 

Ismy ftrift faft,l meane my Childrens lookes. 

And chereiipfafting, haft thou mad^me gaunt sir q s;lcM 
Gaunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a graves il .vitil nii w 
Whofe hollow wbmbe inherits; nought bufbofieSf - 
Rtch. Can fickc men play fo nicely with their names . 
No, nailery makes fport to mocke it felfe ; ,• > ■ I 

Since th©u d®ft feeke to Ijill my nime in me, - 1 bln orb 
I mocks my name (great*King) to flatter thee . 

Ric. Should dying men* flatter thofe that live f t i j joT 
Gan- No, no, man living flatter thofe that dye. 

Ric. Thou now a dying, fayft thou flatter’ ft. *b&. 

OhOi thflu dyeifti though lithe (icker be*. *: ■■ -rj 
Rich. I am in health Lbreafhe,! fee thee ill. 

6<t«.Now he that made mb, kdowesl fee. thee ill i 
111 in my felfe to fee, and in theeifeeirfgfll, :.iriT 

Thy death-bed is no lelfer then the Land , 

Wherein thou lyeft in reputation ficke. 

And thou to© careletfe patieja as-thoirmrtiwo 
Commit’# thy anhoynted ’the. cure T r: ovid 

Of thofe Phyfitibnsij thM firftyfounded theeii 1 > 
Athoufand flatterers, fit within thy -Growne, ... ,.b 
Whofe compalfe is no bigger thenthy hand. 

And yet encaged in Verge, as! .. VOi. 

The wafteis no whit leifer then thy Land, . 

Oh had thy Gfendfir with a Prophets eye, 7 .-w ~ 
Seene how his fonhes fonne, fhould deftroy. his: tonnes. 
From forth thy reach he would have layd thy fhame, . 
Lepofingthte before thou wert poffeft, 

VVhichavt poffelThow to iepofeithf felfe, 

W hy (Cohn)were th©H ; Regent fef die world, 
Itwereafhame to let this Land by leafe: 

But forthy world* enioyitrg but this Land, 

Is it not more then fhamelto Ihame it.fo ? ; 

Landlord of England art thou,and not King : 

Thy Hate of Law, is bondflave tc»dBp|atv0F/iW . 

And — . :by?n u ! ' • Hion yb-. .v'A 

Rich- And thou , a Idtta tfekeTeane-vvitied foole, 
Prefuming on an Agu^s privetledfee,, . Ui» t e 
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Dar'ft with thy frozen admonition 
Make pale our cheekc, chafing the Royall blood 
"W ith fury, from his native residence 
Now by my Seates right Royall Maiefty, 

Wert thou not brother to great fonne, 

This tongue that runnesfo. roundly in thy head, 

, should runne thy head from thy unreverent fhoulders. 

G^.Okfpare me not, my brother Edwards fonne, 
y For that I was his father Edwards fonne J 
That blood already (like the Pellican) 

Thou hafttapt out, and drunkenly carows’d. 

My brother. gticefierfli aine well meaning foule, 
(Whom faire befallin heaven ’mongft happy fouies)] 

May be a prefidentjand Vvitnefle good, 

That thou refpea’ft not fpilling Edwards blood a 
Ioyne with the prefcnt ftekenefle that I haue. 

And thy unkindneffe be like crooked age, 

To crop at once a too-Iong wither’d flowre . 

Five in thy fhame, but dye not fhame with thee, 

Thefe words hereafter, thy tormentors be. 

Convey me to my bed, then to my grave. 

Love they to live,that love and honour have. Exit, 

Rich. And let them dye, that age and fullens have, 

For both haft thou, and both become the .grave. 

Tor. I doe befeech your Maiefty impute his words 
To way w ard ficklineffe, and age in him : 

HeJoues you on my. life, and holds you deare 
As Harry Duke of Hereford,^ ere he here. 

Rich. Right,you fay true .• as Hereford* I oye, fo his j 
As theirs,fq mine; and all be a sit is. --.v 

Enter. Northumberland • 

Nor. My Liege, old Gaunt commas him W0f- 
Maiefty. *: V ' -- ' L : , 

ito^.WhAtfityeshe? _ ;.,.x i v. y. J: 

Nor. Nay nothing,all is fayd: « — ; 

His tongue is now aftringlefTe inftrument. f ’ 

}/V ords,lifc>and all, pld Ifatte.atttr hath Ipent. ^ 
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of Richard the fecond. 

Tor. Be Yorke the next,that muft be bankrupt fo. 
Though death be poore, it ends a mortall wo. 

jf/VfeTheripeft fruit tirft fals, and fo doth he, 
Histimcisfpent, our pilgrimage muft be: 

So much for that. Now for cur Irifh warres. 

We muft fupplant thoi'e rough rug-headed Kernes, 
Which live like venom, where no venom elie 
But onely they have pri veiled ge to live. 

And for thefe great affaires do aske feme charge 
Towards our afliftance, we doe feize to us 
The plate,coyne,and revennews , and moveables. 
Whereof our Vncle </<*/<«* did ftand poffeft. 

Ter. How long fhall I be patient ? Oh how long 
Shall tender duty make me fuffer wrong ? 

Not Glofters death, nor Hereford s baniftiment, 

Nor G aunts rebukes,nor Englands private wrongs. 
Nor the prevention of poors Bnllwgbrooke , 

About his marriage, nor my owne diigrace 
Have ever made me fowre my patient cheeke. 

Or bend one wrinkle on my foveraignes face: 

I am the la ft of noble Edwards fonnes, 

Ofwhom thy father Prince of Wales was fir ft : 

In warres was never Lyon rag d more fierce : 

In peace, was never gent le Lambe more mild. 

Then was that young and Princely Gentleman: 

His face thou haft, tor even ip look'd he 
Accomplifh’d with the number of thy howers: 

But when he frown’d, it was againft the French, 

And not againft his friends ^ his noble hand 
Did win what he did i pend: and. (pent not that 
Which his triumphant fathers hand had won •• 

His bands were guilty of no kindreds blood. 

But bloody with the enemies of his kinne : 

Oh Richard , Tork.e is too farre gone with gtiefe, 
Oreife he never would compare betweene. 

Rich. Why Vncle, 

W hat’s the matter ? 

Tor. Oh my Liege, pardon me if you pleafe, if not 

D 
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I pleas'd not to be pardon’d ,am content with all: 

SeeVe you to ieize,and gripe into your hands 
The Royalties and Rightesofbanifh’d Hereford? 

Is not Gaunt dead?and doth not Hereford live?- 
Was not Gaunt juft? and is not Harry tiue ? 

Did not the one dcfetve to have an heyre ? 

T s not his heyre a well-deferving Tonne ? 

Take Herefords rights away,and take from time 
His Charters, and his cu from rie rights :■ 

Let not to morrow then infue to day, 

Be not thy Tel fe. For how art thou a King 
But byfaire fequenceandiucccflton ? 

Now afore God , God forbid T fay true, 
jfyou doe wrongfully feize Herefords right. 

Call in his Letters Patents that he hath 
By his Atturneyes generall , to fue 
His Livery, and deny his offer’d homage, 

Y ou plucke a thoufand dangers on your head, 
Youloofeathoufand well-aifpofed hearts. 

And prickc my tender patience to thofe thoughts 
Which honor and allegeance cannot thinke. 

/iiV.Thinke what you will : vvefeife into our hands,. 
His plate, his good s, his money, and his lands. 

Tor. He not be by the while : My Lcige farewell, 
What will enfue hereof, there’s none can tell. 

But by bad courfes may be underftood. 

That their events can never fall out good. Exit. 

Rich. Goe Bufhie to the Earle of Wiltjhtre {freight, 
Bid him repaire to us to Ely Houle,” 

To fee this bu/inefle .’tomorrow next 
We w ill for Ireland , and’tistime,I trow: 

And we create in abfence of our felfe 

Our VncKJe Tit fa Lord Govcrner of England 

Forheis juft, and alwayes lov’d us well* 

C oine on our Queene,to morrow muft we part. 

Be merry , for our time of ftay is fhort- Flourijh> 

(JMamt North .Willoughby ^and Rojf. 

Nor* Well Lords, thcDuke of Lancafteris dead. 

Ref 
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Rotf. And living too,for now his Tonne is Duke.’ 

Will. Barely in title, not in revennevv. _ 

Nor* Richly in both , if juftice had her right* 

R off. My heart is great : but it muftbreake with filence 
Eer’t be disburden’ d.’with a liberall tongue. 

Nor. Nay /peakc thy mind & let him ne r fpeake more 
That fpeakes thy words againe to doe thee harme. 

W/. Tends that thou’dtt fpeake toth’ D. of Hereford? 
If it be To, out with it boldly man: 

Quicke is mine eare.to heare of good towards him- 
"Rojf. No good at all that I can doe for him, 

VnldTe you call it good to pity him. 

Bereft and gelded of his patrimony. 

Nor. Now afore heaven, ’tsfhamefuch wrongs are 
borne, 

In him a royall Prince, and many moe 
Of noble blood in this declintng Land ; 

The King is nothimfelfe, but bafely led 
By flatterers, and what they will informe 
Meerely in hate ’gainft any of us all: 

That will the King feverely profecute 
’Gainft us,our lives, our children, and our heires* 

R°jf' The Commons hath he pill’d with grievous taxes 
And quite loft their hearts : the Nobles hath he fin’d 
For ancient quarrels,and quite loft their hearts. 

Wil. And daily new exa&ions are devis’d. 

As blankes, benevolences, and I wot not what : 

But what o’ Gods name doth become of this ? 

Nor, W arres hath not wafted it,for warr’d he hath not. 
But bafely yeelded upon comprimize. 

That which his Anceftors atebieu’d with blowes: 

More hath he fpent inpeace,then they in warres. 

Kof The Harle of Wiltftiirc hath the Realme in farrne. 
»UThe King’s growne bankrupt like a broken man. 

A or. Reproa ch , and defohnion bangeth over him. 

/U- l‘ He 13th not mone y * r ° r thefe Irifh warres • 

(His burthenous taxations notwithftandine) 

But by the robbing of the banifh’d Duke. 

D * Nor . 






and bmb- 

Wer. His noble Kinfman, mo ft degenerate King r 
Bfit Lords, wehearethisfearefulltempeftfing 
Yet feeke no ftielter to avcyd the ftorme: 

W e fee the winde fit fore upon our fifties, 

•And yet weftlike not, but iecnrely perifti. 

Rof. \Ve lee theuery wracke that we mull fuffer, 

And unavoyded is the danger now 
For fuftering fo the caufes of our wracke-' 

-iVW.Not lo; even through the hollow eyes 
I fpie life p eercing; but I dare not lay. 

How neere the tidings of our comfort is. 

Wil Nay, let us fnare thy thoughts, as thou doft ours* 
AV-Be confident to fpeake Northumberland, 

W e three,are but thy felfe, and fpeaking fo, 

Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore behold* 

Nor. Then thus: I have from Port le B lan 
A Bay in Tiritaine, receiv’d intelligence, 

That Harry Duke of Hereford , Raynald Lord (fobhm , 
That late broke from-the Duke of Exeter, 

His brother Archbifbop , late of Canterbury, . 

Sir Thctnai Erpingham,. Sir lohn Ratnsion, 

S'kIoIom Norbery^'it Robert Watert on ,and Francis 
All thefenvell furnifh’d by the Dukeof2mr<i/»e^ 
With eight tall Hups, three theufand men ol warre 
Arc making hither with all due expedience, 

And fhortly meane to touch ourNortherne (Lore : 
Perhaps they had ere this, but tbat.thcy fta'y 
The firft departing of the King, for Ireland. 
IfthenwefhallfhakeofFourflavifhyoake, . 
lufnpe out our drooping Countries broken wing, 
Redeeme from broken pawne, the blemifih'd * 

Wipe offthe duft that hides the Scepters gilt, 

And make high Majefty looke like it Ie<fe, 

Away with mein pofte to Ravenfpitrgh, 

But if you faint, as fearing, to doe fo. 

Stay and be fecret and my.felfe will goe*. 

Rof. 1 o borfe, to horfe,urge doubts to them that feare*' 
Wtl, Hold out my horie^nd I will lirft.be. there* 

- u M ' yyV" " ' - ‘ 'Seen* 
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Enter Qneene^ Bttfbj,and Bagot « 
£«y&.Madkm,your Majefty is too much fad. 

You promisd when you parted with the King, 

To lay afide felfe-harming heavinelfe, 

And entertaine a cheerefull difpofition. tlH3l 

^.Topleafe the King, I did: topleafe my felfe 
1 cannot doe it •• yet I know ho caufe 
Why I iliciuld welcome fuch a gueft as griefe, • 

Save bidding farewell to fo fwee; a gueft . 

Asmy fweet Richard , yet againe me thinkes 
Some unborne forrow ripe in fortunes wombe 
Is comming towards me , and my inyvard foule 
With nothing tremb]es,atfomething it grieves. 

More than with partingfrem my Lord the King. 

Bujh . Each fubftance of a griefe had twenty fhadovvs 
Which' fliewes like griefe it fefte,but is.not fo: 

For forrowes eye glazed with blinding teares. 

Divides one thing incite , to mafty'objfelfts 
LikeperfpeftivesVwhich rightly gaz’d upon 
Shew nothing but confufion, ey'd awry, 

Difiinguifht' forme: fo your fweet Maiefty 
Looking awry upon your Lords departure, 
find chapes of griefe, more thtn'hmifelfe to wa'De, 

Which look’d on as it is', rSnought'but fhidowes 
Of vvhat it is not, thenthrice-gracious Qjueene, 

More then your Lords .departure weepe no t, more’ s nor 
Or if it be, ti, with falfe forrows eye, ( feene ; 

Which for things true,vor pe things imaginary. 

It maybefo, bht vet my inward foule 
Perlwades me it is otherwise How ere it be, 

1 cannot but be fad : lo heavy lad- 

P..3 .'As 
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The Life and Death 

As though on thinking on no thought I thinkej 
Makes me with heavy nothing faint and fhrinke. 

Bujh. ’Tis nothing but conceit (my gracious Lady,} 
<£j*.’Tis nothing lefle : conceit is ftill deriu’d 
From fome fore father greefe, mine is not fo. 

For nothing hath begot my fomething griefe, 
Orfomething,haththe nothing that I grieve, 

’Tis in reverfion that I dpe pofTefte, 

But what it is, that is not yet knowne,\vhat 
I cannot name,’ tis namelefle woe 1 wot. Enter Green , 

Gree. Heaven fave your Maj"efty,and well met Gentle. 
I hope the King is not yet fhipt for Ireland. ( men; 

Qtt. Why hop’ ft thou fo? ’Tis better hope he is : 

For his defignes crave hafte, good hope, 

Then wherefore doit thou hope he is not fhipt ? 

Gree . That he our hope, [might have retyr’d his power. 
And driven into defpaire an enemies hope. 

Who ftrongly hath fet footing in this Land, 

The baniih d ■ Bullitt gbrooke repeales himielfe. 

And with up-lifted Armes is fafe arnu’d 
At Rauenfpurg. 

Qje* Now God in heaven forbid, 
qree. O Maddam’c(s too true: and that is worfe, 
The L* Northumberland, his young fonne,#m 7 Percj, 
The Lords of Roffe,# eaumondyZnd Plough . 

With all their powerfull friends are fled to him, 

Bufi' Why have you not proclaim’d Northumberland 
And the reft of the revolted faction, Traytors ? 

Greece, have : whereupon the Earle of Worcefter 
Hath broke his ftaffe, refign’d his Stewardship, ‘Qwi 
And all the houlhold feruants fled with him to Bulled 
Qu. So Greene , thou art the Midwife of my woe, 
And Btillingbrooke my forrowes difmall. heyre : 

Now hath my foule brought forth her prodigy, 

And I a gafping new delivered mother, 

Haue woe towoe.forrow to lorrovv ioyn’d* 

Bujk. Defpaire not Madam. 

Qu. W ho Hull hinder me ? 

I will 



I will defpaire, and beat emnity 

With couzening hope ; he is a flatterer, 

A Parafite, a keeper backe of death, . 

Who gently would diffolvethc bands of » 

Which falfe hopes linger in extremity* 

Enter Torke • 

Gree. Here comes the Duke of Yorke. 

£u. With fignes ofwarre about his aged ncckc. 
Oh full of carcfull bufineffe are his lookes : 

Vncle,for heavens fake fpeake comfortable words. 

JV-Comfort’s in Heaven, and we are on the eartti,. 
Where nothing lives but croffes,care,and griefe : 

Your husband he is gone to fave farre off, 

Whilft others come to make his loofe at home ; 

Here am I left to underprop his Land, 

Who weake with age,cannot fupport myfelfe: 

Now comes his ficke houre that his forfeit made. 

Now fliall he try his friends that flattered him. 



•SVr-My Lord,your fonne was gone before 1 came. 
Tor • He was : why fo, goe all which way it will : 
The Nobles they are fled, the Commons they are cold. 
And will I fearcrevolt on Herefords-Rdt* 

Sirra, get thee to Plafliy to my fi fter G lofier , 
Bidherfendmeprelentlya thoufand pound. 

Hold, take my Ring. 

Ser. My Lord, l had forgot 

To tell your Lordihip,to day I came by, and call’d there 
But I fliall grieve you to report the reft. 

Tor. What is’t knave ? 

Per. An houre before I came, the Dutchefte dfde.' 

T o .Heaven for his mercy, what a tide of woes 
Gome rufhing on this w.ofull Land at once ? 

I know not what to doe : I would to heaven 
(So my vntruth hathnot provok’d himto it) ^ 

1 he King had cut off my hea d with my brOthtrSo ' J - 
What, are there poftes difpatcht for Ireland ? 

How ihall we doe for money for thefe warres ? 



Com 




Come filler (Cofin I would fay ) pray pardon me \ 
Goe fellow, get thee home, provide fome Carts, [ 
And bring away the Armour that is there- 
Gentlemen,! will you mufter men ? 

If 1 know how, or which way to order thefe affaires 
Thus diforderly thrurt into my hands- 
Never beleeve me- Both are my kinfmen, 

Th’one is my Soveraigne, whom both my oath 
And duty bids defend: the other againe 
Is my kiafman,whom the King hath wrong’d. 

Whom conference, and my kindred bids to right, 

W ell. famewhat we muft doe : Come Cofin, 

He diipofe of you.Gentlemen,goe muficr up your men, 
Andmeet meprefentlyat Barkley Caftie : 

I fhonld to Plafhy too, but time will not permit, 

All is uneven, and every thing is left at fix and feven. E x , 
Bujb, The wind fits faire for nevves to goe to Ireland, 
But none ret times : for us to levy power 
Proportionable to th’eneipy, is all impOfiible- 
fyeet - Be fid e s our neerenefie to the King in love, 

Is necre the hate of thdfe love not the King# 

Bag- And • that's the wavering Commons,for their love 
Lies in their ptjrles, and wholo empties them, 

By fo much fils their hearts with^eadiy hate- 

Buf> .Therein theming fiands generally condemn’d* 
Bag- If judgement lye inthem,then£o doe we, • 
Becauiewehavebeene everneerethe King. 

-,Gree. Wei ! : 1 will for refuge {freight to Brificll Cattle, 
The Earle of W iltfhire is already there. 

Bujh. Thither will I with you, for little office 
W ill tf^ehatefull Commons perforate for-us, 

Except'like Curres, to teareiis. all in pieces : 

Will you goe along with us? 

-5^No,I.wili to Ireland to .bis Maiefiy ; - - .. , 

Farewell, if beyts prefages be, not vaine, ; k 

Wetbrcc, here part, that nev'r fliall meete againe. 

Bti. That’s as Tot-fa thrives to beace backe BnllinbroW' 
Gr. Alas poore Duke, the taske he undertakes 



0/ Richard the fatond. 

Ismumbring fands,and drinking Oceans dry. 

Where one on his fide fights,thoufands will Bye'. 

Bujb. Farewell at once, for once, for all, and ever- 
Well, we may meet agairie- 

Bag - 1 feare me never- Exit. 



Selena Tertia. 



Enter the Duke of Hereford .and Northunt - 
herlavd- 

2?#/. How farre isit my Lord to Barkley now? 

Nor. Beleeve me noble Lord, 
l am a ftranger here in Glofierfhire. 

1 hefe high wide hils, .and rough uneven Wayes* 
Drawesout our miles, and makes them wearyiome: 
And yet our fair? difeourfe hath beeneas Sugar, 
Making the hard way iweet and delegable: 
x>ut I betninke me, what a weary way 

FmmRavenfpurgh.toCottihold wifi be found. 
Inland Wtiloaghhj ,\ yarning yourcompany * 

Which Iprotefi hath very much beeuild P ‘ 

Em ? 10 T Cfle,al ! d procefle of my travell: 

But theirs is fweetned with the hope to have 
[he nrefent benefit that T polleffe • 

Andhopcta/oy, is little Jeffein ;oy. 

By %taof whac , d0M ' 

T . ^P^iichlefievalewismycomnamr 
hen your good words; but who confes here ? r," ; 

Sent bo™ 1S "J 7 k' ,ne >youn| lllrry P ercjj 

whenceibe,ver » 
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The Life a)td -Death 

Mrejl 1 had thought, my Lord, to have learnd his 

h£ ^rvys“y ’‘= he tiotwicb tbe Q.neene? 

Tercj. No.my good lord, he tath forfookt the Com, 

Broken his Staife of Office, andddperl 

The Houfhold of the King-. 

A7V/r. What was his realcn • 

He was not lb refolv’d, when we laft fpake together. 

TVcr.Becaufe your Lordllup was proclaimed Traytor. 
But he, my Lord, is gone to Raven fpurgi. 

To offer l'ervice to the Duke of Hereford, 

And fent me overby Barkely, to aiicoyei 4 ^ 

What power the Duke of Yorke had levied uere, 

Then with direction torepaire to Rav^lpurgh. _ 
tfor> Have you forgot the Duke of Herefor ( y) 
Percy. No, my good Lord ; for that is not forgot 
Which ne’re \ did remember : to my knowledge, 

Percy. My graeious Lord, I tender you my fervice, 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young, 

Which elder dayeslhall ripen, and confirme 

To more approved iervice anddeiert. . 

Bui. I thanke thee gentle Perej/, and be lure 
Icount my ( elfe in nothingelfe lo happy. 

As in a foule remembrwg my good hiendSo 

4nd as my fortune ripens with my love. 

It fhallbe ftilltby true lovcsrecompence ^^^ 
M V heart this covenant makes, my hand mu 

nJE m i' 1 ' t i B3tk,£ lh and ^o wSe? 

Keeoes good old Yorke therewith his m • -r- ^ 

P%* T here Hands the Came.by yondnuft of tf 
Mann d with three hundred men, as I hav h > • ^ 

And in it are the Lords of -ttrfr, J 

None ell'e of Name, andnobie eftimau- 
Enter RoJfe,and 

Nou Here comes the Lords of nd ^ 0 df 




Bloody with fpurring , fiery red with haft* 

Bttl . Welcome my Lords, I wot your love piimtes 
A banifht Traytor; all mylrealury 
Is yet but unfelt thankes, which more enrich a. 

Shall be your love , and labours tecompence- 
Rof. Your prefence makes vs rich,moft Noble Lord. 
Wil. And farre furmounts our labour to attaine it, 

BhL Evermore thankes, th’Exchequer of the poorc, 
Which till my-infant-fortune comes to year es. 

Stands for my bounty : but who comes here ? 

Enter Barkyly. 

. Nor.lt is my Lord of Barely as I gueflfe. 

Bark- My Lord of Hereford, my meflage is to you. 
"Bui. My Lord, myanfweris to Lancaster t 
And 1 am come to feeke that name in England, 
AndTmuft find that Title in yourTowne, 

Before I make reply to ought you fay • 

Bark. Mi ft a kerne not,my Lord,’tisnot my meaning 
To raze one title of your honour out. 

To you, my Lord,! come (what Lord you will) 

Trom the moft glorious of this Land, 

The Duke of Yorke > to know what pricks you on 
To take advantage of the abfent time. 

And fright our native peace with felfe4jorne Armes« 
Enter Yorke . 

Eftl, I fhall not need tranlport my words by you, 

Here comes his Grace in perfon. My Noble Vncle. 

Yor. Shew me thy humble Heart, and not thy Knee, 
Whofe duty is deceivable and falfe, 

Bnl, My gracious Vncle. 

7 0T " Yutjtut, Grace me no G race, nor Vncle me, 

I am no i ray tors Vncle ; and that word Grace, 
man ungracious mouth, is but prophane. 

Why have thefe banifh’d, and forbidden Leg^es, 

Dar d once to touch the duft of Englands Ground? 

But more then why, why have they dar’d to march 
»o many miles upon her peacefull Bofome, & 

Lnghung her pale fac d Villages with Warrc, 

E 2 And 
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And oftentation of defpited Armes;? . ’ iUv: ybool8 I 
Com’ ft thou becaule th’anoynted King is hence? 

Why foolifh Boy, theKing is left behind, 

And in thy.loyall Bofome lyes his pmver. [ 

W ere I but now the Lord of inch hot youth,', • : > 

As when braue Gaunt thy Father, and thy telle, ^ 

Relcued the black* Prince^ that- young A-fdrs of men, 
From forth the Rankes of many thoufand French: 

Oh then , how quickly fliould this Arme of mine,- 
Now prifoner.to the Plafhy , ehaftife thee, ; i .-r/.i?- I 
And minifter correffioti to thy fault. 

Bui. My gracious Vncle,let me know my fault, 
On-what condition hands it, and wherein ? 

Tor.Even in condition of the worft degree, • 

Jnm-olfe Rebellion, and deteftedTrealon: 

Thou art a banifh’d man, and here art come 
Before th’ expiration of thy time, 

Inbiaving Armes ag-iinft thy Soveraigne. 

Bui. As I was banifh’d,'! was banifh’d Hereford, 



But as a I come, I come for Lancashr- 
And noble Vncle,lbefeech your Grace 
Looke on my wrongs with an indifferent eye-: 

You are my Father/or me thinkes in you 
I fee old Gaunt alive. Oh then my Father, .. 
Will you permit, that I fhsLlIftand condemn d 
A wand ring V a'gabond,my Rights and Royalties 
Pluckc from my armes perforce,and-giyen away 
To upftart unthrifts ? Wherefore was I borne ? 

If that my Coufin King\be King of England, 

It mutt be granted, lam Duke of Lancafter- 
You have a lonn z^Hutuerle, my Noble Kinfman, 

Had you firtt died.and .he bin thus trod dovyne, >n tn > ; 
He fhould have found his V nele Gaunt a father,.- 
To rowze his wrongs jand chafe them to the bay . 

I am denyde to fue my Livery here;. 

And yet my Letters Pattens give me leave j»t 
My fathers goods are all diftraynd, and fold^rn ^ 
And thefe, and all amiffe implo^d, 




W.ha&votUd you haveine d ; oe> ?nh • 

And challenge Law, Attorneycs are denyd me. 

And therefore perfonally I lay my claime 
To mine inheritance of free Defceh 1 *- ' . 

Nor. The Noble Duke hath beene too much abus u. 
Rof.lt Hands your Grace upon to dpe him right, 
ml. Bafe men by his endowments are made great. 
Tor. My Lords of England', let me tell you this, 

I have had feeling of my Cofins wrongs. 

Arid. laboUr d 'all- 1 coukftodoe him right : 

But in this kind ,to come in braving Armes, 

Be his owtie Carver, and cut out his way, 

To find out Right with wrongs, it may not be 5 
And you that doe abeit him in this kind, 

Cherilh Rebellion, and are Rebels all. 

Ter . The Noble Duke hath fworne his comming u- 
* But for bis ownejand for the right of that, :? s,,';' 

We all have ftrongly fworne to give him ayd, jol/o 
And let him nev’r fee joy, that breaks that oath, r -j o, ! T 
Tor. Well,Well, I fee the iffue of thefe Armes, 

I cannot mend it,I mutt needs confcffe, 

Becaufe mypower is wcake, and all ill left t • 

But if I could, by him that gave me life, 

I would attach you all ,ana make you ftoope 
Vntothe Soveraigne mercy of the King. , , 

But fince I cannot, beat knownc to you ;> . 

I doe remaine as Neuter- So fare you well, ]/. .V. 
Vnlefleyou pleafe to enter in the Cattle, 

And there repofe you for this Night . 

Bui. An offer Vnde, that we \y ill accept: - 
But we mutt winneyoutGracetogoewithHjm umt 7. ; 
Jo Briftoll Rattle, whichitheiy fay-is>held.-. abnet?. : 

By Bu(hie i Bag6t ) -&n& their Complices, 

Che Caterpillers of the Commonwealth, 

, Which I have fworne to weede,andpluke away. 

Tor. It may be I will goe with you, but yet ile pavvfe, 
For I am loth to breake our Countries Lawes : 

Not Friends, nor Foes, to me welcome you are, 
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Things paftredrcffe, are now with mepaft care. Exiit# 

Sctcna Quart a. 



Enter Salisbury and a Captaine, 

C apt. My Lord of Salisbury, we have flay d tea dayes, 
And hardly kept our Countrymen together, 

And yetweheare no tidings from the King: 
Therefore we will difperfe our felves : farewell. 

Sal . Stay yet another day, thou trufty Welchman, 
The King repofeth all his confidence in thee. 

£mu Tis thought the King is dead,we will not % 
The Bay-trees in our Country all are wither’d, 

The Meteors fright the fixed Starresof Heaven; 
The pale-fac’d Moone lookes bloody on the Earth, 
And leane-lookt Prophets whi'per fearcfu.l change; 
Rich men looke fad, and Ruffians dance and leapc, 
The one in feare,to lofe what they enioy. 

The other to enjoy by Rage, and Warre : 

Thefe fignes fore-run the death of Kings. 
Farewell,our Countrymen are gone and fled, 

As weli affur’d Richard their King is dead. 

Sal. Ah Richard , with eyes of heauymind, 

I fee thy Glory ,.like a (hooting Starre, 

Fall to thebafe Earth, from the Firmament: 

Thy Sunne fets weeping in the lowly Weft. 
Witneflingftormes to come, woe, and unreft: 

Thy friends are fled. to w aite upon thy foes, 

And croflely to thy good, all fortune goes. 



Exit. 



ii '* ♦ 

vjtBw Tertis, Scoria Vrinta, 



EmrBnUmgbrooke^er^, Northumberland, 

Rojfe farcy, Willoughby ; with Bujhy 
and Greene , prifoners. 

Sul • Bring forth thefe men : . 

JTulhv and Greene , I will not vex your loules* 

(Since prefently your foules muft part your bodies ) 
With two much urging your pernitioushues. 

For -tvvere no Charity : yet to wafh your blood 
From off my hands, herein the view of men, 

I will unfold fome cauies of y ouc 
You have mif led a Prince, a roy a 1 King, 

A happy Gentleman in Blood, and Lineaments,. 

By you unhappied,and disfigur d cleane: 

Youhavc in manner with your finfull houres 
Made a Divorce betwixt his Qpeene and him. 

Broke the Pofleflfion of a Roya.ll Rea, 

And ftayn'd the beauty of a faire Quecnes Cheekes, 
With tfeares drawne from her eyes, with ftm foule 
My felfe aPrince, by fortune of my birth, (wrongs. 
Ntere to the King in Blood, and neere m love. 

Till you did'make him mif-interptet me, 

Haveftoopt my necke under _youi iniunes. 

And figh'd my EngliffibreMh^forrargne Uouds, 
Eatincr the bitter bread of bamlEment , ; 

WhSe vou have fed upon my Seigniories, 

From mine owne Houfhold Coat, 

Raz.‘d out my fmprefe leaving memofigney 
Save mens opinions, and my lwiag blood, 

To fhew the world lama Gentleman. _ ..... 

Tnis 3 and much more, much more ‘then twice all this^ 



' Life 'and Heath 

Condemneg yon to the death : fee them delivered over 
To execution , and the hand of death, 

Bujk. More welcome isthe flroke of death to me, 
Then Bullrngbrooke to England. 

Gree-lAy comfort is, that Heaven will take onrfoules, 
And plague iniuftice with the paines of hell. 

Bui. My Lord North umber land ,fee them difpatch’d; 
Vncle, you lay the Queene is at your Houfe 0 
Eor Heavens lake/airely let her be intreated. 

Tell her,I lend to her my kind commends , 

Take Ipeciall care my greetings be deliver d. 

Tor. A Gentleman of mine, I have difpatch’d 
With Letters of your loue to her at large. 

“Bui. Thankes gentlcA/nde: come Lords away, 

To fight with Gendottre * and his Complices ; 

A while to worke,and after holliday. Exuut. 
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'Drums t Flour ifh; y and Colours^ i3 . : 
tSodoofiD asnisriP ov.d $ ipyiiir 

Enter R ichard, Aumerle farhle, and Souldiers • 

Rich. Barkloughly Cattle call youthisathand? 

-Ah. Yea, my Lord: how brooks your Grace the ayre, 
After your late totting <pn the breaking Seas ? / 

-K/oA-NeedsmulU tike it well, I vyeepe for.ioy j v; 1 ; 
To fland upon my King^ra&«nce againe. 

Deare Earth,I doc falute thee wjtfi my hand; «. 
Though Rebels woundthee with their Horlqs hoofes: 
Asa long parted Mother with her Child, 

Pkyes fondly with her teares, a ndfmiles in meeting, 
So weeping, fmiling,' greet I thee the Earth, j J : ;; 
And doe tbee favour with my Royajl hands, 

Feed not thy Soveraigncs Foe, my gentle Earth, 

Nor with thy fwectes:comfort IjisTavenpusl’c^. 



of Richard the fecond. 

But let thy Spiders that fucke up thy venomc. 

And heavy -gated Toadelye in their way; 

Doing annoyance to the treacherous feete. 

Which with ufurping fteps doe trample thee. 

Yeild flinging Nettles to mine Enemies ; 

And when they from thy bofomc plucke a Flower, 
Guard it I prethee with a lurking adder. 

Whole double tongue may with a mortall touch 
Throw death upon thy Soveraignes Enemies* 
Mockenotmy fenceleffeGonjuration : Lords; 

This earth fhall have a feeling, and thele Stones 
Prove armed Souldiers, ere her native King 
Shall falter under fowle Rebellious Armes, 

Car. Feare not my Lord, that power that made you King 
Hath power to keepe you King, in fp ; ght of all. 

Aum . He meanes,my Lord,that we are too remifle, 
Whilell Bultingbrooke through their fecurity, 

Growes ftrong and great, in fubftance and in friends* 
Rich. Difcomfortable Cofin, knowell thou not, 

That when the fearching Eye' of Heaven is hid 
Behinde the Globe, that lights the lower world. 

Then theeves and Robbers raimge abroad unleene, 

In Murders and in out-rage bloody here : 

But when from under this Terreftriall Ball 
Hefires the proud tops of the Eafterne Pines, 

And darts his Lightning through ev'ry guilty hole. 

Then Murders/ realons, and detefled finnes 
(The Cloake of Night being pluckt from off their backes) 
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themfelves. 

So when this Thiefe,thisvTraytor Bulli»gbrool>e y 
Who all this while hath reuell’d in the Night, 

Shall fee us riling in cur Throne, the Eaft, 

His Treafons will fit blulhing in his face, 

Not able to endure the light of day ; 

But felfe-affrigh ted, tremble at his finne. 

Not all the water in the rough rude Sea 
Can walh the Balme from an anoynted Kin*?-- 
ice breath of worldly men cannot depofe’ ? 
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The Life 

The Deputy elected by the Lord : 

Lor every man that Bulhngbrooke hathpreft. 

To lift fhrevt'd Steele againft our Go' den Crowne, 
Heaven for his Richard hath in heavenly pay 
A glorious Angell : then if Angels fight, 

Weake men mu ft fall, for Heaven ftill guards the right. 
Enter Salisbury, 

Welcome my Lord, how farre off lyes your power ? 

Sa/isb. Nor neere.nor farther off, my gracious Lord, 
Then this weake arme; difcomfort guides.my tongue, 
And bids me fpeake of nothing but delpaire: 

One day to late, I feare ( my Noble Lord ) 

Hath clouded all my happy dayes on Earth: , 

Oh call backe Yefter day, bid time returne, 

And thoirflaalt have twelve thoufand'fightingmen : 
Today, today, unhappiedav too (ate 
Orethrowes thyloyes. Friends, Fortune, andthy State. 
For all the Welch-mcn hearing thou wert dead, 

Are gone to Bullingbrooke , dilperft, and fled* 

Atm. Comfort my Liege, why lookes yourGracefo 

^ Rm/;. But now the blood oftwentiethoufand Men > 
Did triumph in my face , and they are fled. 

And till lb much blood thither come againe. 

Have I notrealon to lookepaie, and dead ? 

All foules that will befafe , flye from my fide. 

For time hath let a blot upon my pride. 

Aum . Comfort my Liege, remember who you are. 

R ich. I had forgot my felfe* Am x not King? 
Awake thou fluggard Ma/cfty, thou fleepeft : 

Is not the Kings Name forty thoufand Names ? 

Arme, arme my Name : a puny fubie& ftrikes 
At thy great glory , Looke not to the ground. 

Ye Favorites of a King : are we not high ? 

High be our thoughts : .1 know my Vncle Yorks 
Hath Power enough to ferve our turne. 

But who comes here Enter Scrooge. 
Scrooge.Mote health and happineffe betide my Lieg e > 



Thencan my care-tun’d tongue deliver him^ 

RichMme eare is open,and my heart prepar’d: 

The vvorft is worldly Ioffe, thou canft unfold : 

Say,Is my Kingdotneloft /why'twas my Care: 

And what Ioffe is it to be rid of Care ? 

Strives Bullingbrooke to be as great as we ? 

Greater he fhall not be : If he ferve God, 

Wce’l ferve him too ; and be his Fellow fo« 

Revolt our fubje&s ? T hat we cannot mend. 

They breake their Faith to God as well as us: 

Cry Woe,Deftru<Stion,Ruine,Loffe,Decay, 

The worft is Death,and death will have his day* 
Scroope.Ghd am I ,that your Highneffe is io arm'd 
To beare the tidings of Calamity. 

Like an unfe a fona ble ftormy. day. 

Which make the filver Rivers drowne their Shores, \ 
As if the world were all diffolu’d to teares : 

So high, above his Limits, fwells the Rage 
Of Bullingbrooke, covering your fearefull Land 
With hard bright Steele, and hearts harder then Steele : 
White Beares have arm’d their thin andhaireleffe Scalps 
A gainft thy Ma/efty , and boyes with womens voyces. 
Strive to fpeake bigge , and clap their female joynts 
In ftiffe unwieldy Armes t againft thy Crowne 
I hy very Beadf men learneto bend their bowes 
Of double fatall Engh : againft thy ftate 
Yea Diftaffe- Women manage rufty Bills : 

Againft thy Seat both young and old rebel]. 

And all goes worfe then I have power to telj. 

Rich. Too well, too vy ell thou tell’ ft a Tale fo ill. 
Where is the Earle of W iltfhire P^where is Bagot ? 
VVhat is become of Bufoy ? whereis Greene ? 

That they have let the dangerous Enemy 
Meafure our C onfines with fuch peacefull ftep s ? 

If we prevaile, their hands fhall pay for it. 

I warrant they haue made peace mth Bullingbrook?. 

^ eacc ^ ave l h e y made with himindeede(my 
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if/VA, OhVillaines,Vipers,damn’d without redemption, 
Dogs, cafily won to fawne on any man* ^ 

Snakes in my heart blood warm’d, that fling my heart, 
Three ludafles, each one thrice worfe then ludae, 
Would they makepeace? terrible Hell makewarre, . 
Ypon their fpotted foules for this Offence. 

Scroope, Sweet love (1 fee ) changing .his property, 
Turnes to the fowreft , and mod deadly hate : 

A^aine uncurfe their foules: their peace is made 
VV ith Headland not with hands : thofc whom you curfe 
Have felt thcworft of deaths deflroying hand, 

And lye full low, grav’d in the hollow ground. 
yl UTK . Is Bufhy, Greene, and' the Earleof W iltfliire dead 
Scroope. Yea, all of them at Briftow loft their heads. 
jium. Where is the Duke my Father with his Power? 
Ztch.no matter where, of comfort no man fpeake: 
let’s talke of G raves, of W ormes,and Epitaphs, 
Makeduft our Paper, and with Rainy Eyes 
Write lorrow in the bofome of the Earth, 
let’s chufe Executors, and talke of Wills : 

And yet not fo ; for what can we bequeath. 

Save our depofed bodies to the ground ? 

Our Lands.our lives, and all are Bnlltngbrookes , 

And nothing can we call our owne,but Death, 

And that fmall modell of the barren Earth , 

Which ferves as pafte,and cover to our bones: 

For Heavens fake let us ftt upon the ground, 

And tell fad ftories of the death of Kings s 
How fome have beenc depos’d, feme flaine in warre, 
Some haunted by the Ghofts they have depos'd, 

Some poyfon’d by their Wives,fome fteeping kill d, > 
All mur chef d. For within the hollow Crowne 
That rounds the mortall temples of a King,. 

Keepes Death his Court, and there the Antique fits 
Scoffing his liate, and- grinning at hispompe, 
Allowing him a breath, a little Scene, 

To Monarchic* be fear d, and kill with lookes«> N 
Infufing him with felfe and vaine conceit. 



A s if this FleCh, which walls about our Life,’ 

VVere 'Bra fie impregnable: and humor’d thus, 

Gomesat the laft, and with a little Pinne 
Boares through his Caftle Walls, and fa'reweil King 
Cover your heads, and tiiocke not flefn&nd, blbod iJ 
With folerrme Reverence: throw away Refpeft, 

Tradition, forme , and Ceremonious duty. 

For you have but uf ftooke me all this while •• 

Hive with bread like you , feeleWant, 

TafleGriefe, need Friends : fubfefted thus. 

How can you fay to me, I am a King ? 

Carl. My Lordjwife men ne’reivaile their prcfentwocs, 
I5ut prefently prevent the wayes to waite : 

To feare the Foe,firfce feare oppreffeth ftrengtb, ; 
Givesinyour weakenelfe, ftrerrgth unto your Foe ; 

Feare, and be flaine , no worfe can come to fight. 

And fight and die, is death deflroying death. 

Where fearing dying, payes death fervile breath. 

■Aum. My Father hath a Power, enquire of him* 

And learne co make a Body of a Limbe*. 

Rich . Thou chid’ft me welhproud Bullingbrooke I come 
Tc change blowcs with thee, for our day of Dooms ; 

This Ague-fit of feare isover-blowne. 

An eafie taskeit isto win ourowne. 

Say Scroope, vihetc lies oufVncle vyiffh his'Povv'ef'? 
Speakefweetly mau,althoughthylbokesbe fowre. 

Scroope. Men iudge by the complexion of the skic 
The ftate and inclination of the day. 

So may you by my dull and heavy Eye; 

My tongue hath buca heavier Tale to fay : 

I play the torturer, by fmall ; and fmall 
T o lengt hen out the vVorft,that muft be fpoken, ' 

Ydur Vnde Torkeis joyn'd with Bullingbrooke ^ 

And all your Ncrtherne Caftles ycildea up, 

And all your foutherne Gentlemen in Aimes- 
Vponhis Faction. > : r:o? 

Rich. Ihou haft fayd enough. 

Befhrew thee Cofin, which didft lead meforth 
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Of thatfweet way I was in,to difpaire : 

W hat f ly you now ? what comfort have we now ? 

By heaven lie hate him everlaftingly , 

That bids me be of comfort any more. 

Goe to Flint Gaftle, there He pine away, 

A King,W oes flave,fhall Kingly W oe obey : 

That power I have,difchargc,and let ’em goe 
To eare the Land, that hath fome hope to grow 
For I have none. Let no man fpeake againe 
To alter this, for counfaile is but vaine. 

■Aum- My Liege, one word. 

Rich. He does, me double wrong, 

That wound s me with the flatteries of his tongue, 
Difcharge my followers : let them hence aw ay, 

From Richards Night, to BulUngbrookes faite Day. Em, 



Selena Tertia . 



, , ' •••••. \UV- . : 

Enter yith Drum and Colour's y Bullingbroohe y Torke t 
Northumberland., Attendants. 

Bitl. So that by this intelligence we learne 
The Welchmen aredifyfirs'd, and Salisbury 
Is gone to meete thCiKifig, who lately landed 
With fome few private friend s,upon this Coaft. 

Nor. The news is very faireand good my Lord, 
Richard not farrefroto hence, hath hid his head. \ 

Tor. It would befeeme the Lord Northumberland, 
To fay King a lacke the heavy day, ■ 

When fuch a facred King fhould hide his head. 

Nor. YoHr Grace miflakes: onely to be briefe, 

Left 1 this Title out. 

Tor. The time hath beenc. 

Would you havebeene fo briefe wirh him,hewould 
Have beene fo briefe with you,to fhortenyou, 

For taking fo the head j your whole heads length* 




“Bui* Miftake not(Vncle) farther than you fhould. ^ 
2 V.Take not (good Cofin) farther than you fhould, 
Leaft you miftake, the heavens are ore your head. 

B»l. 1 know it ( Vnc'e) and oppofe not my ielfe 
A^ainft theit will-Butwho comes here? 

Enter Percy • 

Welcome Harry : what, will not this Caftle yeeld ? 

JV.The Caftle royally ismann’d, my Lord, 

Againft thy entrance. . 

Bui. Royally ? Why, it contaynes no King ? 

Per, Y es (my good Lord) 

It doth containe a King: King Richard lyes 
Within the limits of yond Lime and Stone, 

And with him the Lord A umerle y \.ot6. Salisbury 
Sir Stephen Scroope, befides a Cieargy man 
Of holy reverence : who, I cannot learne. 

Nor. Oh,belikeit is the Bifhop of Carliler 
Bui . Noble Lord, 

Goe to the rude Ribs of that ancient Caftle, 

Through Brazen Trumpet fend the breath ( of Parle 
Into his ruin’d Eares, and thus deliver ; 

Henry Bullingbrooke upon his knee^dbth kifle 
King Richards hand 3 and lends allegea nee 
Ana true faythof heart tohisroyall Perfon: hither come 
Even at his feete.to lay myarmes and power 
Provided, that my Banilhment repeal'd, 

And Lands reftor’d againe, be freely granted: 
Ifnot,ileufe th’ad vantage of my power. 

And lay the summers dull with fhowers of blood 
Rayn'd from the wounds of flaughter d Englifhmenj 
The which, hoW farre oft from the mind of Bullingbrooke 
It is, fuch CrimlonTempe ft fhould bedrench 
The frefli greene Lap otfaireKing Richards Land 
My Hooping duty tenderly fliali fhsw. 

Goefignifie as much, while hdrevve march 
VpontheGralfle Carpet of this plaine 
Let’s march without thenoyfe of chi earning Drtim 3 • 
That from this Caftels tatter'd Battelments 

Our 
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The Life and Death 

Oar faire Appoyntments may be well perus’d 
Me thinkcs King Rtchard and my felfe {hould meete . 
With no lefle terror then the Elements 
Of Fire and Water, when their thundering fmoake 
At meeting teares thecloudy cheekes of Heaven; 

Be he the fire , lie be the yeilding Water ; 

The rage be his, whi.e on the Earth I raine 
My Waters on the Earth, and not on him. 

March on, and marke King Richard how he lookes. 
Parle without, and an freer within : then a Flourijh. 
Enter on the VValls ,Richardfarltle ,Aumerle^Sm^ x 
Salisbury • 

See, fee, King Richard dothhimfelfe appears 
As doth the blulhing difeontented Sunne, 

From cut the fiery Portall of the Eaft. 

When he perceives the envious clouds are bent 
To dimme his glory ,and to ftaine thetraft 

Of his bright paflage to the Occident. 

" Yor. Yet lookes he like a King : behold his Eye 
(As bright asistheEagles) lightens forth 
Controlling Ma jetty : alacke,alacke,fbr woe, 

That any harme ftiould ftaine fo faire a (how. 

Rich. We are amaz d,and thus long have we flood 
To watch the fearcfull bending of thy Knee, 

Becaufe we thought our felfe thy la wfull Kings 
And if we be, how dare thy ioynts forget 
To pay the awful! duty of our pretence? 

If we be not, fhew us the hand of God , 

That hath difmis’d us from our Ste ward flnp. 

For well we know no hand of blood and bene 
Can gripe the facred handle of our Scepter* 
VnlelTehedoe prophane, ftealeor ufurpe. 

And though you thinke,thatallas you have done, 

, Have tome their foules, by turning them from us. 

And we are barren, and bereft of friends: 

Yet know, my matter, God Omnipotent, 
Ismuftringin his Clouds, inourbehalfe. 

Armies of Peftilence, and they IhallftriHe 



Your Children yet unborrie, and unbegot. 

That lift your Valla 11 hands again!! my head. 

And threat the glory of my precious Crowne* 

Tell Btillingbrooke, for yond methinkesheis. 

That every ftride he makes upon my Land, 

Is dangerousTreal’on: he is come to ope 
The purple Teftament of bleeding Warre ; 

But ere the Crowne he lookes for, live in peace. 

Ten thoufand bloody crownes of Mothers Sonnes 
Shall ill become the flower of Englands face. 

Change the complexion of her Maide-pale Peace 

To Scarlet indignation , and bedew 

Her pallors Grafle with faythfull Englilh blood. 

Nor. The King of Heaven forbid our Lord the King 
Should fo with civilland uncivill Armes 
Be rulht upon : Thy thrice-noble Cofin, 

Harry Eullingbrooke, doth humbly kilfe thy hand. 

And "by the honourable Tombe he Iweares, 

That Hands upon your Royal IGrandfires Bones, 

And by the royalties ofboth your bloods* 

(Currents that fpring from one moft gracious head) 

And by the buried hand of Warlike (jaunty 
And by the worth and honour of himlelfe. 

Comprizing all that may be fworne, or layd. 

His commlng hither hath no farther fcope. 

Then for his Lineall Royalties,and to begge 
Infranchifement-immediate on his knees ; 

W hich on thy Royall party granted onee, 

His glittering Armes he will commend to ruft. 

His barbed Steeds to ftables,and his heart 
To faythfull fervice of yonrMaiefty: 

This fweares he as he is a Prince, is juft. 

And as lam a Gentleman I credit him. 

Rich. Northumberland, fay thus ; The King returhes. 
His Noble Cofin is-right welcome hither. 

And all the number of his faire demands : 

Shall be accomplilh’d without cqntradi&ion : 

With all the graejous utterance thorn haft, r, , L 
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Spealce to his gentle hearing kind commends* 
VVedoe debafe our felfe ( Cofin ) doe wenoty 
To lookc io poorely , and to fpeake fo faire f 
Shall we call backe Northumberland and lend 
Defiance to the Tray tor and fo die ? 

^jw.No.good my Lord jlet's fight with gentle words 
Till ume lend friends,and friends their hopefull Swords! 

Rich* Ok God,oh God, that ere this tongue of mine 
That layd the fentence of dread Banifhment * 

On yond proud man, fhould take-it of againe- 
V Vith words of looth : O that I were as great 
A sis my Griefe, or leflerthanmy Name, 

■Or that I could forget what I have beene. 

Or not remember w hat I muft be now : 

Swell'll thou proud heart ? He giuc thee feopeto bate,-. 
Since foes'have fcope to beate both thee and me* 

Northumberland comes backe from Bnllingbrooke. 
A/ch.y Vhat muft the King doe now ? muft he fubmit? 
The King Ihall doe it • : Muft he be depos'd ? 
f he King fhall be contented : Mufthelofe. 

The Name of King ? o’ Gods Name let it goe« 

He give my Iewels for a let of beades. 

My gorgeous Pallace, for a Hermitage, 

Mygay Apparrell , for an Almes-mans Govvne, , 

'My figurd Goblets, for a DiftiofWood, 

My Scepter for a Palmers walking Staffe, 

My Subje&s , for a payre of carved Saints, 

And my large. Kingdome , for a little Grave; 

A little little Grave, an ob'.cure Grave * 

Or lie be buried in the Kings high-way. 

Someway of common Trade, where Sub/efts feete 
May howrely trample on their Soveraignes Head : 

For on my heart they tread now , whileft Hive ; 

And- buried once, why not, upon my Head ? 

■Atmerle , thou weep’ ft ( my tender-hearted Cofin ) 
Wee’lemakefoule Weather with defpifed Teares : 
Our fighs, and they, (hall lodge the Summer Corne, 

And make a Dearth in this revolting Land, 
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Or flisll we play the wantons, with our woes. 

And make fome pretty match with fhedding teares* 

As thus : to drop them ftill upon one place. 

Till they have fretted us a paire of Graves, 

Within the Earth : and therein layd, there lies 
Two Kinfmen digg’d their Graves with weeping Eyes ? 
Would not this ill, doe well? well,well,Iiee 
I talke but idly,and you mocke at me* 

Moft mighty Prince, my Lor (^Northumberland? 

What fayes King Bnllingbrooke ? will his Ma/efty 
Give Richard leave to live, till Richard die ? 

You make a legge and Bnllingbrooke fayes I , 

Nor. My Lora, in the bale Court he doth attend 
To fpeake with you, may it pleafe you to come downe, 
.Rif/j.Downe, downe I come,like glift’ring Phaeton , 
Wanting the manage ofunruly lades* 

In the bafe Court ? bafe Court where Kings grow bale, 
I'ocome at Traytorscal!s,and doe them grace* (King, 
In the bafe Court come downe: downe Court, downe 
ForNight-Owles flirike, where mounting Larks fhould 
Bui, What fayes his Ma/efty ? (fing* 

AV, Sorrow and griefe of heart 
Makes him fpeake fondly, like a franticke man: 

Yet he is come. 

Bnl. Stand all apart. 

And (hew faire duty to his Maiefty* 

My gracious Lord* 

Rich. Faire Cofin, 

You debafe your Princely knee. 

To make the bafe earth proud with killing it* 

Me rather had, my heart might fecle your love, 

Than my unpleas d Eye fee your courtefie. 

Vp Colin, up, your Heart is up, I know. 

Thus high at leaft, although your knee be low. 

Tul.Uy gracious Lord, I come bur for mine owne. 
Rtch. Your owne is yours, and I am yours, and all* 
Bnl. So faire he mine, (my moft redoubted Lord,) 

As my true fervice fhall deferue your love. 
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Rich . .Well you deferv'd : 

They well deferueto have, 

That know the ftrong’ft,and (lire ft way to gety 
Vncle give me your hand : nayjdry your eyes, 

Teares fhew their love,but want their remidies. 

Cofin lam too young to be your Father, 

Though you are old enough to bemy Heire* 

What you will have. He give,. and willing too, 

For doe we muft,.what force. will have us doe*. 

Set on towards London : 

Cofin, is it fo? 

Buf Yea, my good Lord. 

A /c^.Then 1 mult not fay, no. Flourifh , Exeunt, 
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Emer jQtteetse y and two Ladies . 

£hu What fport fhall we devile here in this Garden, 
To driue away the heavy thought of Care ? 

£<*.Madam,we’leplay at Bowles. 

Twill makemethinke the world is lull of Rubs 
And that my fortune runnes againft the B-yas. 

La. Madam, we’le Dance. 

Qu. My leggescan kcepe no meafurein Delight, 
When my pocre heart no meafurekeepes in Griefc- 
Therefore no Dancing (Girle) fome other lport. 

La . Madam, we’le tell Talcs. 

Slu.Of forrow, or of griefe ? 

La. Of eyther Madam. 
gu; Of neyther Girle. 

For if of i.oy,being altogether wanting, 

It doth remember me the more of forrow : 

Or if of griefe,being altogether had. 

It add es more forrow to my want of ;oy : 

For what I ha.ve, I need not to repeat \ 
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And what T want, it bootes not to complaine* 

La. Madam , llefing* 
i?y. s Tis well that thou haft caufe ; 

But thou v lhould r ft pleafe mebetter,would’ft thou weepe.' 
La. I could weepe,Madam , would it doe you good. 
t g». And I could fing, would weeping doe me good. 
And never borrow any Teare of thee. 

Enter a Gardiner , and two Servants . 

But ftay, heere come the Gardiners. 

Let’s ftep into the Iliad ow-ofthefe Trees* 

My wretchednefle,unto a Row of Pinnes, 

TheyTetalkeof ftate : for every one doth fo, 

Againft a change, Woe is fore runnewith Wgc«' 

Gard.Qoe binde thou up yond dangling Apricocks. 
Which like unruly Children,make their Syre 
Stoupe with oppreflioncf their prodigall weight ; 

Give fome fupportance to the bending- twigges. 

Goe thou , and like an Executioner 

Cut off the heads of too faft growing fprayes- 

That looke too lofty in our Common-wealth : 

All muft beeven,in ourGovcrnement.. 

You thusimploy’d j. I willgoeroot away ■ *• i-' 

I he noyfome weedes,-that Witbourprofit fucke 
The Soyles fertility from wholcfome flowers. - ; 

•SVr.Wby fliould we, in thecompaffeofa Pale, 

Keepe Law and Forme, and due Proportion, 

Shewing as in a Modell our firme ftate ? . 

When on* Sea-walled Garden, (the whole Land 1 ) 

Is full of Weedes,her faireft Flowers choakt up, j l\ 

Her Fruit-trees all unpruin'd,her Hedges ruin’d, V 
Her Knots diforder’d,and her wholefome Hearbes 
Swarming vvithGaterpillers. 

Ga *4 f , Hold ihy -peace. . . . ■ 

He dm hath fuffer’d thisdiforder’d Spring 
Hath now himfelfe met with the Fall of Leafer 
Ti"^ tbat lus broad -fpreading Leaves did flicker 
ArenS d, v nGaUng ‘ J h,m l 10 bold him up, 

Arepulld iipAoot, and all,by ^ 
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The Life and Death 

* I meane the Eatle of W Greene, 

! £er. W hat are they dead ? 

Gard' They are. 

And Bullingbrooke hath feiz’d the vvaflefull King.’ 
Whatpitty isitj that he hath not trim’d 
And dreft his land, as we this Carden, at time of yearej 
And wound the Barke,tbc skin of our Fruite-trees, 

Leaft being over-proud with Sap and Blood, 

With too much riches it confound it felfe ? 

-Had he done fo,to great and growing men. 

They might have liv'd tobeare, and hetotafte 
Their fruits of duty. All fuperflucus branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughes may live: 

Had he done fo, himfclfe had borne the Crowne, 

1 Which wafte and idle houres,bath quite throwne downe- 

.SVr.What thinke you the King fhall be depos’d ? 

C^.Depreftbeis already, ana depos’d 
’Tis doubted he will be. Letters came laft night 
To a deare friend of the Poke of Turks, 

T hat tell blacke tidings. 

^«.Ohl ampreft to death, through want offpealiing: 
Thou old -Adams likcnefle, fet to dreffe this Garden: 
How dares thy harlh tongue found this unplcafing 
W hat Eve ,what lerpent hath fuggefted thee, (newes { 
To make a fecond fall of curled man ? 

•Why do’ft thou fay King Richard is depos’d ? 

Dar’ft thou,(thou little better thing then earth) 

Divine his downefall ? Say where, when, and how 
Cam’ll thou by this ill tydings ? Speake thou wretch. 

Gard.Vardon me Madam- Little joy have 1 
To breath thefe newes ; yet what I fay, is true ; 

King Richard , he is in the mighty hold 
Of Bullingbrooke, their fortunes both are weigh’d: 

In your Lords Scale, is nothing but himfelfe. 

And fome few vanities,that make him light : 

• But in the Ballance of. gccatTullingbrooks, 

Befides himfelfe, are all the Englifh Pccres,^ 

And with that oddes he weighcs King Richard down^ 





Poll you to London, and yeu’l finde it lb, 

I Ipeake no more, then every one doth know. 

£ 3 . Nimble m ifehance, that art fo light of Foote, 
Doth not thy Emhaflage belong to me t 
And am 1 laft that know it ? Oh thou think’ft 
To ferue me laft, that I may lohgeft keepe 
Thyforrow in my breaft. Come Ladies goe. 

To meet at London, Londons King in woe? 

What, was ; borne to this? that my fad looke 
Should grace the Triumph of great Bullingbrooke l 
Gard’ner, for telling me this newes of woe. 

I would the Plants thou graft’ll may never grow. E vit 
Card. Poore Qpeene lo that thy Hate might be no 
I would my skill were inbie6l to thy curfe : ( worfe 

Here did fhe drop a teare, here in this place 3 

He fet a Banke of Rew,(fowre Herbe of Grace*) 

Rue,ev’n for ruth,here Ihortlyfhall be feene '* 

In the remembrance of a weeping Queene. 3 Exit 
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Enter as to the Parliament, Bullingbrooke, Aumerle^or^ 

of Weft mi ntter. Her an Id, Office n , and Ta got. 

Call forth Bagot m 

Now Bagot , freely fpeake thy min d , 

VVhatthou doft know of Noble Glofters death 

JK? Wlt h the King,and who perferm-rl 

The bloody Orhce of his ti'mel&en? P ' d 
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‘ hat drad ““.wte death w’as plotted, 
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1 heard you fay, Is. not my arme of. length, 

That reachetli.rrom the reftfull Englifli Court 
As farce as CalUs,to my Vncles head 

Amongft much othertalke 3 chat very time, 

I heard you(ay 3 that youhad rather rcfule 
T he c fter of an hundred thoufand Crovvnes • _ . 

Then Bu Hint brooks* returnc to England; ad ding Withall, 
How bleft this Land would-be,in this your Cohns death. 

Jum- Princes and Noble Lords : ■ 

"What anfwer {hall 1 make to this bale man : 

Shall 1 Io much difhonour my faire ftarres, 

On equalltermes to give hiitvchatticcment .? 

Eyther I.mu.ft, 3 or have mine honour fpoyl d 
■With th’ Atreindor of his hand rous lips. 

There is mv Gage, the manual 1 lealeot death 
Thatmarkesthceout tor heU. Thou lyeft, 

And will maintaine what thou halt layd 3 is ralie, 

In thy hearts blood,though being all too bale. 

To ftaine the temper of my Knightly fword. 

'Bul.Bam forbeare 3 thou {bait not takeitup. 

Aum. Excepting one, I would he were the belt 
In ^11 this preience,that hath moovd me fo. 

Fitz,. If that thy valour Hand on iympathies : 
There is my Gage, Aumerle , in G ageto thine: 

By that faire fuSie,that ihewes me where thou ftami 6, 
1 heard thee fay,(and yantingly thpu Spak U it ) 

That thou vver’t caufe of Noble death. 

It thou denied it 3 twenty times thou lyelt. 

And I will turne thy fallehood to thy heart, 

W here it was forged,* jthmy Ra P ier . s hc j J 

Avm.Xhoyi dar’il not (Coward) live to fee J 

Fit*. Nowby my .Scute,! would it 
Aum -Bit Z.water til W art damn d to hell for _ • 
Per. burner lc 3 xhoa l.yfift : his honour is as tru 
In this %peale, as thou arqall uniuft : 

And that thoU art fo, there I throw my G & 

To provek ori:th^ 






Of mprtall breathing. Seize it if thou dar ft* 






Attn *' And if 1 doe not,may my hands rot off, 

And never brandilh morerevengefull Steele, 

Over the glittering Helmet of my Foe. 

5#r.MyLord Fitzwater X 
I doe remember well, the very time 
jiumerle, and you didtalke. 

Fitz,. My Lord, 

’Tisvery true: You were in prefence then ; 

And you cm witneffe with me,this is true* 

Snr.\s falfe, by heaven, 

As heaven it felfeis true. 

Fitz,< Surry, thou lyeft, 

Sur. Difhonourab’e Boy; 

That lye {hall lye fo heauyonmy fword, 

That it lhall render Vengeance and Revenge, 

Till thou the Lye-giveqand that lye, doe lye 

In earth as quiet,as thy Fathers Scull- 

In proole whereof ,there is mine Honours pawne, 

Engageit to the Tryall, if thou dar’ft* 

Fuz , - How fondly dolt thou fpnrre a forward Horfc? 

If I dare eate,or drinke,or breath, or live, 

I dare meete Surry in a Wilderneftc, 

And i'pit upon bim,w'hilft I fay he lies, 

And lits,aqd lies: there is my bond of Faith, 

Totye thee to my ftrong Correfticn- 
As I intended to thrive in this new world, 

Aumerle is guilty of niy true appeale- 
Befideql heard the banifh'd Norfilke fay, 

That thou Aumtrle did It fend two of thy men, 
Toexecute the Noble Duke at Callis. 

-^«j»-Some honed Chridiantrud me with a Gage, 
That Norfolk? lies doe I throw downe this. 

If he may be repeald, to try his honour. 
pBul. ruffe differences (hall all red under Gage, 

Till NorfoUe be r repeai'd: : repeal’d he fhall be ; 

(And though mine Enemy) reiiord againe 

To all his Lands and Seigniories: when bee’s return’d, 

Againii Aumexlc wc w<U inforce his Tryall. 

H Car* 
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Yfie Tlfe Wul TTmb * 

Car. That honourable day ftiail ne’re be feehe. 

Many a time hath banilh'd Norfolk fought 
For lefti Chiift.in glorious C briftian field 
Streaming the Enfigne of the Chrtftian Croffe 
Againft blacke Pagan?, Turkes, and S'aracens: 
Andtoyl’d with workes of warre, retyr’d himfelfe 
To Italy } and there at V mice gave 
His Body to that plealant Countries Earth, 

And his pure foule unto his Captaine Chrift, 

Vnder whofe Colours he had fought fo long, 

Bui. Why Bifhop , is BTorforl^e dead ? 

Carl. As lure as l liye my Lord. 

^ Bui. Sweet peace conduit his fweet foule 
To the Bofome of good old Abraham. 

Lords Appcalants , your differences fhall all reft under 
Till we affigne you to your dayes of Tryall. ( ease, 
Enter Tor he, 

Torke. Great Duke of Lancafter, I come to thee 
.from Plume-p’uckt Richard,who with vviUirig. foule. 
Adoptsthee Heire, and his high Scepter yeelds 
To the poffeffion of thy Royall Hand. 

Afcend his Throne, defending now from him, 

And IpneJive Henry , Qf thac Name the Fourth, 

Bui. In Gods Name, He afeend the Regall throne, 
Carl. Mary, Heaven forbid. 

VVorft in this Royall Frefence may I Ipeake, 

Yet belt beleeming me tofpeake the truth* 

Would God, that any in this Noble Preience 
Were enough Noble to be upright Iudge 
Of Noble Rtchardyhen true'N'oblenelle would 
Learne him forbearance from fo foulea Wrong. 

What fubj’ecf can give fentence on his King ? 

And who fits here, that is not Richards lubjeil: ? 
Theeves are not judg’d, but they areby to heare 
Although apparant guilt be feehedn them : 

And fhall the figure of Gods Majefty, 

His Captaine, Reward, Deputy elect, 

Anoynted, Crown’d and planted many yeares,’ 

Be 




Be judg’d by fubje<fts,and inferior breath. 

And hehimfelfc not prelent ? Oh,forbid,it God, 

That in a Chriftian Climate , foules refinde 
Should fhew fo beynous,blacke,obfcene a deed. 

I fpeake to fubjeils, and a fubjeit fpeakes, 

Stirr’d up by Heaven,thus boldly for his King. 

My Lord of Hereford here, whom you call King, 

Is a foule Traytorto provvd Hercfords King. 

And if you Crownc him, let me prophecy, 

The blood ofEnglillr Iball manure the ground. 

And future ages groans for his foule A£L 
Peace fhall goe IKepewith Turves and Infidels, 

And in this Seat of Peace, tumultuous Wanes 
Shall Kinne with Kinne, and Kinde with Kindc confound, 
Diforder, Horror, Feare, and Mu tiny 
Shall here inhabite and 'this Land be call’d 
Thefield of Golgotha, and dead mens fculls. 

Oh, ifyourearethis Home againft this Houle 
It will the wr ful left. Di vi fion prove. 

That ever fell upon tins curfed Earth. 

’ Prevent it , refill; it , ktit not be lb, 

Leall Child , Childs Children cry againft you, VVoe* 
Ww/j.Wellhave you argu’d Sir : and for your paines, 
Of Capiiall Trealon we arreft you here. 

“My Lord of Weftrni.nfter,beit your charge. 

To keepe himfafely.till his day of Tryall. 

May it pleafe you , Lords, to grant the Commons Suit ? 

Bu/l.tetch hither Richard, tbatin common view 
He may fuxrender : fo we fhall proceede 
V V ithput fnlpition. 

Bor. I will be his Con Juft. Exit* 

iW/. Lords, you that here are under our Arreft, 

Procure your Sureties for your Dayes of Anfwer : 

Littie are webeholding to your Love, 

And little look'd for at your helping Hands : 

. Enter Richard andXorlze* 

<cb. Alack, why am i lent for to a Kirs- 
Before I have flaookeoff the Regall thoughts 

^ 2 Where-! 



T> Life and D Tati* 

Wherewith 1 reign’d? I hardly yet havelearn’d : 

To infinuate , flatter, bow , and bend my Knee* 

Give Sorrow leave a while , to retnrne me 
To this fubmiffion- Yet I will remember 
The favors of thele men s were they not mine ? ’ 

Did they notfometime cry. All hayie to me ? 

So Iudas did to Chrift : but he in twelve , 

Found truth inall,but one ; Ijin twelve t.iouiand , ncnCi 
God lave the King :• will rib man fey, Amen ? 

. Am I both Pfiell and Clarke ? well then, Amen. 

God fa ve the King » although 1 be not her 
And yet Amen , if Heaven doe thinke him me. 

To doe what fervice, am I fent for hither ? . 

Tor. To doe that office of thine owne good will, 
Which tyred Majefty did make thee offer: 

The Refignation of thy State and Crowne 
To Henry Bullingbrooks* . 

Rich . Give me the Crown-Here Cofin. lei ze the Crown: 
Here Cofin, on this fide my Hand, onthat 'fide thine* 
Now is this Golden Crowne like a deepe Well, 

That owes two Buckets, filling one another, • ' ' . 

The emptier ever dancing in the ayre, 

The other downe , unfeene , and full of Water : 

That Bucket downe, andfullotTearesam I, 
Drinking- my Griefes, whilft you mount up on high* 
A«/.l°thought you had beene willing totefigne. . 
Rich. My Crowne I am , but ftill my Griefes are mine: 
You may my Glories and my State depote* 

But not my Griefes ; ftill am I King -of thole-. 

2?#/.Part of your Cares you give me with your Crovvn. 
Rich. You r Cares fet up,d oe not pluck my Cares 0 
fMy Care, is Ioffe of Care, by old Care done, 

Your Care , is gaineof Care, by new Ca re wonne > 
The Cares I giue,I have, though given away. 
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... livy , • yij-'j dtswjTt 

Now, marke mehovv. i willifn^e rpy^elfe.- mud svuW 
I give this heauy w eight firfim oft' my He^d,- , ; oir,7/ bnA 
And this *' w ' 

t~r i •*. f- - *r C /.hah Atit tVvtr kf4r.fr. A 



With mine owne Ten gued'enj. my facred State, n 
With mine owne breath rpleaietill dutjpus Oat|ieq -s- 
All pompe and Mgi?ftj&'j n a .'Sfi I ao4 

MyMannors, Refits, Revenews.,1 forgoe;. 

My Afts,Decrees, arid Statutes 1 deny 
God pardon all Oathes that are broke to-me, 

God keepe all vowes unbroke are made to thee- n 
Make me,that nothing have, with nothing griev’d, \v . IT 
And thou withal! pleas’d, that haft all atchiev’d, - .o'A 

Long mayft thou live in Richards Seate to fitr, ; Luon^/i 
hn<\ioom\& Richard in an earthy pit- • , 

God fave King //f^un-king’d Richard fayes, j 
And fend him many yeares of ftmne-fliine dayes*, and L. A 
What more remaines ? .. . ssdv l 1 > 

Nor. No more : but that you read 
ThefeAccufations, and thefe grievous CrymeSj ■. oT 

Committed by your perf^n,and your followers bm. > 
Againftthe ftate,and profit of this Land : 
ft bat by confefling tbem,the r f^le sof ten ■ - >. T ft rxl 
May deeme, that$ot{ ate wt^tjiiiy jdepos’d* t f; n lijrJ 1' 
Kick Muft I doe fo ? and ran ft I raveil out 
My weav’d up follyes? G ent ^Morthtmbtk^nd ^ . ) \ u - 1 
If thy Offences were upon Record, 

Would if not ifiame thee in Id faivea- t|Eoupc, . . ,oi 
To reade a Leftu’re qf them,?. Jf 
There ihould’ft ,tboa find one haynous Arfictei-d 
Containing th e depofingofa King-, 

And cracking the ftrong warrant of an.Oatj}- 30 b Irn.i 
Mark’d vvith a Biot damp’d in the hopke of i .7 

y° l ^ r,at ftand an4\cokenppn.me', 

Whil ft that my wretchednefledoth bait my feftfe £ ,-.-! , /• D 
Though feme of you, with P slate wafh your hands. 
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Shewing an outward pitt,y : yet you P Hates 
Have here deliver'd me to my.fowre Croffe, 

And Water cannot walb away your finne. 

Nor. My Lord difpatch/ead o’re thefe Article?. 

RirA. Minh eyes are Full of tcafes,T cannot fee : 

And yet falt-water bJindes them not Fo much, 

But thej? can Fee a fort oFTraytors here, 

Nay,if \ tu'rne mine eyes upon my felfe, 

1 finde my FelfeaTraytor with the reft 
For I have given here my Foules confent, 

T’ undccke the pompous body of a King ; 

Made glory bale, a foveraigue,a Have ; 

Proud Maiefty,a Fubieffi StatCjaPefant,, 

Nor . My Lord. 

RicA.No Lord bfthine, thou haught-infulting man • 
No,nornomans Lord : I have noName,no Title : 

No, not that Name was given me at the Font, 

But’tis uFurpt: alackethe heavy day, 

That 1 have worne fo many Winters out. 

And know not now, what Name to call my felfe. 

Oh, that I were a mockery, King of Snow, 

Standing beFore theTtinne of Bullingbrooke i 
To melt my lelfe away in Water-drops: 

Good King, great King, and yet not greatly good. 

And if my word be'fterling,yet in England, 

Let it command a mirror hfiher ft night. 

That it may fhew me what a Face X have. 

Since it is Bankrupt of his Maicfty. 

BuLGce. lomeofybu, and fetch a Looking-^Iafi^. 
Nor. Read o’re this Paper, while the Gl.afle doth ccir.e< 
Rich. Fiend, thovf torments tnejere’j come to Hell • 
Xy^AVrgeitndmoremy Lord N'.ortk»ntberUr.A^ 

Nor. The Cohimbns wilf hot\jBeri be fatisfy’d. 
R/cA.They {Rail be fatisfy’d : ilereade enough, 

When I doe fee the ver.y ftobkeindeed, 

Where«U-my finnesald a'nd’that’s my felfe. 

Enter ore with' a Glajfe. 

Give methat GlaiFe,and therein will I reaide. 

-If, NO 







of Richard the Jccmd. 

No deepe* wrinkles yet? hath forrow ftrucke 
So many blowes upon this Face of mine, . ; 
And made no deeper wounds? Oh flattering G 1 
Like to my followers in proipenty, 

Thou do If beguile me. Was this Face the Face 
That every day, under his houfbold Roofe, 

Did keepetenthoufand men ? was this the face 
That like the funne did make beholders winke t 
Is this the face, which fac'd Fomany follyes. 
That was at la ft out-Fac’d by BttiftHgbrooke ? 

A brittle glory Ibineth in this face, 

As brittle as the Glory, is the face, 

For there it is, crackt in an hundred lRivers. 
Marke filent King, the Morall of thislport. 

How Foone my forrow hath dertroy’d my face* 
£#/.The Ibadow of your Forrow hath deftroy’d 
The Ibadow of your face. 

Rich, Say that againe. 

The lhadow of my Forrow: ha, lets lee, 

’Tis very true,my griefe lyes all within. 

And thcle externall manners of laments. 

Are meerely fhado ws to the unfeene griefe. 

That fwells with filencein the tortur'd fouler 
Theie lies the fubftance: and T thanke thee King : 
For thy great bouncy, that not onely °ivil 
Me caufe to waile,but teacheft me the way 
Hpw to lament the caufe. He begge one boone. 
And then be gone, and trouble you no more. 

Shall Iobtaineit ** 

Bitl. Name it,faire Cofin. 

v ? ,c J* F f Ire Cofin ? 1 am greater than a King : 
For when I was a King* my flatterers 
W«e then my ftbfeai ; being now a jjfa&j 
Ihave a King here to my flatterer : 

Vemgfogreat l have no need to begge. 

Bich, And (ball i have? 

Bui. Youjbail. 
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Rich. Then give me leave to goe 
Bui. Whither? 2K55 

'Rich. Whither yon will/o I were from yotir fights: 
Bui. Goefome of youconvey him to the Tower. . 
■Rich. Oh good: convey: Conveyers are you all. 
That rife thus nimbly by a true Kings fall. 

Bui. On wednefday next, we fokmnly fet downe 
Our Coronation ; Lords prepare your helves* Bxeuni. 
Abbot. A wofull Pageant haue we here beheld. 
Car/* The woes to come, the children yet un-borne, 
Shall feele this day as fharpe tothem as thorne. 

Aum. You holy clergy- men,is there no plot 

To rid the Bealmc of this pernicious blot r 

Abbot. Before I freely lpeake my.mmde herein. 
You fhall not onely take the Sacrament, 

To bury mine intents, but alfo to eflfedt 
What ever I fhall happen to devile* 

I fee your browes are full of dilcontent. 

Your heart of forrow, and your eyes ofteares. 

Come home with me to (upper, He lay a plot 
Shall drew us all a rhehy day* Em$ 




of Richard the fecotid. 




Hater Oueeue, and Ladies. 

This way the King will corhe: this isthevvay 
Tolttlius Cafars ill-errecfed Tower: . . 

To whol'e flint bofome,my condemned Lord 
Js doom’d-' a Prifoner, by proud Bullwgbroo\e. 

.Here let us reft, if this rebellious Earth 
Have any refting for her true Kings Queetie* 

Enter Richard ancb&dYd' % 

Butfoft,butfee, of rather doe not fee, 

My faire Rofe wither : yet looke up ; behold* 
Thatyouinpittymaydiffolveto dew, ^ 



And Wafh him frefti againe with true-love teardsi 
Ah thou.the modell where old Troy did Hand, 

Thou map of honour, thou King Richards Tombe, 

And not King R ichard : thou moft beauteous Innc, 

Why fhoulci hard-favor’d griefe be lodg'd In thee. 
When triumph is become an Ale-houfegueft ? 

Rich. Ioyne not with griefe, faire Woman, doe not fo. 
To make my end toofudden ; learne good foule. 

To tLinke our former S tate a happy dreame. 

From which awak’d, the truth of what we are, 
Shewesusbutthis. I amfworne Brother (Tweet) 

To grim necelfity ; a nd he and I 

Will keepe a League till Death. High thee to France, 

And Cloyfter thee in lome Religious houfe 

Our holy lives muftwinanewworldsCrowne, 

Which our prophane houres here have ftricken downe< 

fly. What,is my Richard both in fhape and mind 
Transform’d, and weaken'd ? Hath Bullmgbrooke 
Depos d thine Intellect ? hath he beene in thy heart ? 
The Lyon-dying thrufteth forth. his pawojvn • 

And wounds the earth, if nothing elfe> witbrage 
To be oTe-powr’d: and wilt- thou. Pupil-dike^ : 
Take thy Correction mildly, kiffe the Rodde, 

And faw ne on rage with bale humility , 

Which art a Ly on, and a King of Beall's 

ly«A. AKingot beaftsindeed,if aught but beaftsy j 
Hiad beene Hill a happy King- of Men. 

Good (fametime Q^ieene) prepare thee hence for France 
J hinke I am dead, and that even heare thou tak’ft. 

As from n?y death-bed, my la ft li ving leave, 
fo winters teadious night fit by the fire 
Wf thgoodipldTolkes , and let them tell thee tales 
Otwoefull ages, long agoc betide: 

- nd ere thou bid goodnight, to quit their griefe, 

J ell thou the lamentable fall of me, 

And ffc(id the hearers weeping to their beds : 

For why ? the fencelelTe Brands will fympathize 
he hea vy accent of my moving tongue, 

I 
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The Life and Lmb 

And in com^affion, wccpe thefire out ; 

And Tome will mourne in Afhes, fome coale-blacke, 

For the depofmg of a rightfull King. 

Eater Norhumb erland. 

North. My lord, the miftd of B ulltng brook* is chang'd. 

You muft to Pomfret , not unto the tower. 

And Madam,there is order ta'ne for you r 
With all fwift ipeed, you muff away to France. 

Etch. Northumberland, thou Ladder wherewithal! 
The mounting Fttllingbrockc afcends my Throne, 

The time {hall not be,raaoy houre sof age, ■ 

More than it is, ere fouiefinne, gathering head, 

Shall breake into corruption : thou fhalt tliinke. 
Though he dcvide the Real me, and give thee halfe, ! 
Itis too little, helping him to all: Hr i; '• 

He {hall tbihke, that thou which know' ft the way 
To plant unrightfull Kings, wilt know againe. 

Being ne’te fo little urg*d,another way, 

To plucke him headlong from th’ ufurped Throne. 

The Love of wicked friends converts toFeare ; 

That Feare, to Hate ; and H ate turnes one or both, 

To worthy Danger, and deferved Death- T [• 
NorthMy guilt be on my Head , and there an end: 
Take leave, and part ,for you muft part forthwith. 

-Rich. Doubly divorc’d ?, ( bad men) ye violate 
A two-fold Marriage j’mixt my Crown?, and me, 
And then betiwixt mfr, audjmyrnarryed VVire. 

Let me un-kiffe the Oath| ’tvvixt thee and me ; 

And yetnotfo j forwitlra kifife ’twas made;:- • 

Part usNorthvtnberlafid :.I,towardsthe North, _ 
Where fhivering.Coljdand Siokneffe pintecheClyme • 
My Qpeene to France ', from whence, 'fet forcH in po r 
She came adorned hither hfefweet mdwr-; 
SentbackeHollowmas, or Ihor^ft'of day* ' 

Qu. And muft we be divided ? muftwe part v ■ . 
R/c^.I,hand from hand(my Love) and Heart fro ' I 
chi. Banifti us both , and fend the' King with me. 
North. That were fome Love;' but little Polhcy- 
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t£«.Then thither he goes thither let me goe- 
Kich. So two together weeping, make on? Woe, 

Weepe thou for me in France « I ,for for thee here t 
Better farre off,than nere,be the ; r$ere. 

Goe count thy way .with lighes,I ,mine with Groanes* 

* 6)u. So longeft way (hall have the lon^ft moanes. 

.Twice lor oneEepile gro.ane.the way, being fltort. 
And piece the way out with aheay y. heart. - 
Come,come,in wotrig fottoyf, let’s.be bri?re, _ 

Since wedding itithere is fuch length i^.griefe; 

One kifte {halldlopourmouthe^ anddpubly part , 

Thus give I mine 5 and thus t&USjfcaKe I thy heart. 

' at Give me mine o wne.againe: ’ twe.re no good part, 
Tomkeonmeto keepQbiao<jb|(kHlthy>b«»f^.iii gnt>:nu T 
So, now I Wemine ownfe^gaiae^jgOJte, o'i rmit 

TlitJ may iftrive to kiliit wish. a; groaned no : v/o“i 
Rich.' We make woe wantha with this fond delay: 

Once more adieu jtbereliletforrow fav. Bxemu 

.v oof or! v. o not • jh o^ rlo./l ;'d»v t'oirlW 
bnfiznr.f-’J r!?i*v r *r*jR'Jinoo • uj ’ st-rJiart/. 
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.rii!!: bei.oia ovsil dd : i: ori.Vnfidittl brir- 

EmtrXork$t>4*& bif-Mfttffejlki. i mvi v.H ciL 
Dut. My Lord,yeu told me.-you wouldTeil: &§£#•» 
When weeping made you breake the flofcy ©ffyAV A o'l 
Of our two Cofins co routing into London;. > o:od « ■, 

Tor. Where did Heave A- w'3. 

Atthat fad ftoppe^ny.LQrd*;noD sit' -tvA- 
Where rude mif-govern’d hands, from window e&tQps 3 
Threw dull andmfobilh on King'foo^n4r headi. 

Tor. Then, as. I fayd^lie Duke (great Buliingbmke^ 
Mounted upon ahotandfiety Stee^pr^- fii r-r. - 

Which his afpiring Rideriecm’d tit knpw^. . • if.1 
With ftoWjbut (lately pac?,:)keptoo! hisedurfe-* .tv. CL 
Whilealltonguesciffh God fav.e thee Biillw.gbrwkc, 
Youwouldhave thought the very vviadowes fpak^, 

la So 
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’So many greedy lookes Of young and old; f 
Through Cafements darted their dcfiringveyes .A/- 





IVare-headfed , lOWefctheni his proud Steed s neeice, 
Befpakc them thifs :\P tharike yon Countri-metv,'; 

And thus ftilJ d^iwl^dth'fiisi he pail §toog& ni^ww^o \ 



Tcrkf. -M ! r.dl sfibl jv 

A fter> well grac'd A&Wte'aWS the (lage^ 

Are idlely bent on him tha^enters next. 

Thinking hisffaldet6’bert<^ous a^/: 01 am no ; 

Even fo,or vvMrtntttfe-®^ 

Did fcowle on R ithari-p no main cridej God favebim; 
No ; oyfull tongue gavehimhis welcome home, 

But duft was throwne upohhis iacred head, 

Which with fuch gentle forrow he fliooke off, 

His face fiill combating with teares arid fmiles 
(The badges ofhis greefe and patience ) 

That had not God (for fome Wrong purpofe) Heel’d 
The hearts of men, they mull perforce have melted,. 
And Batbarifme it felfe havepittied him. 

But Heaven hath a hand- in thefe ev^ntsi 

1'o wholfehigh^ill we bcrund bur caluie contents, 

To Bullingbrooke , are wefworne Subj efts now. 
Whole State,and Honour, I foraye allow. 

Enter Aunterle, 

But. Heere comes my fonn tty timer le. 

« ■ Tor.: Axmerle that was. 

But that 'is toll, for beingIGf&ird.f Friend. 

And Madam, ybumuft call him R«t/Wnow ; 

I am in Parliament pledge for his truth. 

And lafting fealty in the new-made King* 

But. ’Welcome my fbnrte l; who are the r Violets now ; 
That ftrew thegreene lap of the new ; .eome Spring 
Madam, I know not,nor I greatly cannot 




~vj r -Kmumif0e fecShl. “ ' 

God knowes, I had as lieve be none as one* 7 
Tor. Well,beare you well in this hew-lpring of time, 
lead you be cropt before you come to primie . ' (umphs? 

Hold thofe Juftsi and Tri- 
Aum- Eor ought TI ojow my Lori%they doe»d a 

Toy. You will be there I know, 1 

If God prevent not, I purpOlefo. 
T<?r.What.lealeis that that hangs Without thy bofome 
Yea JookTl.thbu. pale.? JLetme fee' the writings n 
Aunt) l^Dordy’tisnothingb s;-ri> .j ;irrm; '/n; m; zl 
Ter.. Nanwttar^«twh0:ll«f$- -it, ••!:/ ; )>; <: ■ !: -i A 

I will be fatisfiedjlet me fee the 'writing *• 

Aut ». T do befeech your Grace to pardon me. 

It is a matterof fmall confequence, r io, . 

V Vhich for fome reafons I would not have feene. 

Tor. Which for fome reafonsfir, I meaneto fee : 

T feare, I feare- 

But. yvhat fliould you feare? 

Tis nothing but fome Bond,thac heisentred into 
For gayapparreil againllthe Triumph. 

Bound to himfelfe ? what doth he with a bond 
That he is bound to ? wife, you are a fooled 
Boy, let me fee the writing. 

Aum. i doe befeech you pardon me J may not fhew it. 
Tor. I will be fatisfied, let me fee 1 1 fay . Snatches it . 

l reaion,foule treafon, villaine, tray tor. Have. 

But. What’s the matter, my Lord ? 
or. Hoa, who’s within there ; laddie my horfe, 
neaven for his mercy what treachery is here ? 

^ Why,_ what is’t my Lord ? 

^r.Give me my boots,I fay j Saddle my horfe,; 
wow by my honour, my life, my troth, 

1 w jj l appeach the villaine. 

But. What is the matter: a - . j : ! - .... 

or. Peace foolifh woman. 

Jl'JrLT pC ? ce i whac is thc mat ^ r fonlie? 

Th^Tm ' Go °d mother be content, it is no mo re 
‘hen my po 0r e Iff ern urt anfwer.:- • :■ , 

I 
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Vat* Thy life anfwer ? 

Enter Servant with Boots. 

' Tor. Bring my Boots, I will unto the King 
*J). ut. Strike him Aumerle. Poore boy,thou art amaz’ty 
Hence Villairie, nevermore come in my fight. 

2 V. Give me my Boots I fay. ; 

But. Why Torke, what wilt thou doe ? . 

Wilt thou not hide the trefpaffeof thine owne? 

Have we mqre Tonnes? Or arc we liketohave? 

Is not my teeming date drunke up with time? .v A- 
And wilt thou plucke my faire fonne from mine Age, 

And rob me of a happy mothers name ? 

Is he not like thee ? is he not thine owne? 

Ton Thou fond and mad woman, - ; 

Wilt thou conceale this darke corifpiracy ? -\y.yyA > 
A dozen of them here have tane the Sacrament, 

And enterchangeably fet downe their hands 
To kill the King at Oxford. 

Dut . He (hall be none : / ' 

Wee’l keepe him here : then what is that to him : 

7 or. Away fond woman • were he twenty times m| 
fonne, I would appeach him. 

D»t.Hadftthou groan’d for him, as I have done* - 

Thou wouldeft be more pittifull: 

Butflow I know thyminde; thou do ft iiifpeu 
That I have beene diflovall to thy bedy 
And that he is a baftard , not thy ionne: 

Sweet Torke , fweet husband, be not of that mind: 

He is a s like thee , as aman may be, 

Notliketo me, nor any of my Kin, 

-And yet I love him- 

Tor. Make way, unruly woman. . Exit. 

Dut. After oAnmerle. Mount thee upon his Horie, 
Snurre poll .and get before him to the Kin*, 

And beg thy pardon,erehedoeacctifethee, 

lie not be long behinde; though I be oldi ; 

I doubtnotibut to riders faft as Yorke : 

And never will I rife up from the ground, » ■ Till 
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fecohi. 

Till Bullhtghrooke have pardon'd thee: Away,be gone, Ex, 



Second Tertia. 



Enter B ullingbrooke JP erej ,and other Lord*. 

But. Can no man tell of my unthrifty fonne ? 

Tis full three monthes fince 1 did fee him laft. 

If any plague hang over us, ’tis he: 

I would to heaven (my Lords)hc might be found. 
Enquire at London, ’mongft theTavcrnes there : 

For there (they fay)he daily doth frequent. 

With un-reftrained loofe Companions, 

Evcnfuch (they fay) as (land in narrow Lanes, 

And robour watch,. and beate our paflengers. 

Which he (young Wanton, and effeminate Boy) 

T akes on the poynt of honour , to fupport 
So diffolute a crew* 

Per. My Lord,fome two dayes fince 1 faw the Prince, 
And told him of thefe triumphes held at Oxford* 

"Bui. And whatfayd the Gallant? 

Per . His anfwer was, he would unto the. ftewes. 

And from the common’ll creature plucke a glove 
And weare it as a favour , and with that 
He would unhorfe the luftieft challenger* 

Bui. As diffolute as defp’rate, yet through both, 
Ifeefome fparks of better hope : which elder dayes 
May happily bring forth* Butwhocomes here ? 

Enter Aumerle. 

AumPN here is the King ? 

BftL What meanes my Cofin, that he flares 
And lookes fo wildely ? (lefty 

Aum. God fave your Grace, I doe befeech your Ma- 
To have fome conference with your Grace alone. 

Bui, Withdraw your ielvcs,and leave us here alone. 
What is the the matter with'our Cofin now ? 

Aum. 
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W Life and, Death 



Aum.Vot ever may my knees grow to the earth. 

My tongue cleave to my roofe within my mouth, 
Vnlefle a pardon, ere I rife or fpeake- 

Bul. Intended or committed was this fault ? 

If on the firft, how hainous ere it be, 

To winne thy after-love I pardon thee. 

Auw. Then give me leave, that I may turnethekey, 
That no man enter till the tale be done. 

Bui. Have thy defire- York; within. 

Tor. My Liege beware, looke to thy felfe. 

Thou haft a Traytor in thy prefence there. 

BuhV illaine, ile make thee fafe. fearei 

-Afim. Stay thy revengefull hand, thou baft nocaufe to 
Tor . Open the doore, fecure foole-hardy King : 

Shall I for love fpeake treafon to thy face? 

Open the doore, or I will breake it open- Enter Yorht. 

i?«/.Whatis the matter (Vncle) fpeake/ccover breath, 
Tell us how neere is danger. 

That we may armous..to encounter it. 

Tor* Perufe this writing here, and thou (halt know 
The r'eafon that my hide forbids me (how. 

Aum. Remember as thou read’ft, thy promifepafft 
I d oe repent me reade not my name there, 

My heart is not confederate with my hand- 
Tor. It was (villaine) ere thy hand did fet it downe. 

1 tore it from the traytors boibme,King. h 

Feareand not loue, begets his penitence ; 

Forget to pitty him,leaft thy pitty prove 
A ferpent,that will fting thee to the heart. 

Bui. Oh heinous, ftrong,and bold confpiracy, 

O loyall Father of a trecherous Sonne : 

Thou fheere, immaculate, and filver fountaine, 

From whence this ftreame, through mqddy palfages 
Hath had his current ,and defil’d bimfelfe. 

Thy overflow of good,converts to bad. 

And thine abundant goodnefle fhall excufe 
This deadly plot, in thy digrefling fonne. 

Tor. So fhall my vertue befhis vices bawd, 



'An3 be fhall fpend mine Honour, with his fhame s ■ 

As thriftlefTc Sonnes tbeir fcraping Fathers Gold. 

Mine honour lives when his difhouonr dyes. 

Or my fham’d life inhis dishonour lies : 

Thou kill’ ft me inhis life, giving him breath, 

The Traitor lives, the true man’s put to death- 
Dutcketfewithittl 

D«f-What hoaf my Liege) for Heavens fake let me in» 

JS»/.What fhrill.voic’d luppliant makes this eager-cry ? 

But.k Woman and thine Aunt (great King ) ’tis 1* 
Speake with me ; pitty me, open the doore, 

A begger begs, that never begg’d before- 

Bui . Our Scene is alter’d from a ferious thing, . 

And now chang’d to the begger, and the King: 

My dangerous Cofin, let your Mother in, 

I know (he’s come to pray for yourfoule fin. 

Tor.li thou do pardon, whofoever pray. 

More finnes for this forgiveneffe , profper may. 

This fetter’ d j'oynt cut off, the reft refts found, 

This let alone, will all the reft confound . Enter But chef t. 

But. O King, beleevenot this hard-hearted man. 

Love, loving not it felfe, none other can. 

2V.Thou franticke woman, what doft thou make here, 
Shall thy old dugges once more a Traitor reare ? 

But. Sweet Torke be patient, heare me gentle Liege. 

Bui. Rife up good Aunt. . 

Bu. Notyet, I theehefeech. 

For ever will I kneele upon my knees. 

And never fee day that the happy fees. 

Till thou give joy : vntill thou bid me ioy> 

By pardoning Rutland, my tranfgrefiing Boy. 
i -^aw.Vnto my Mothers prayers, I bend my knee- 

T sr^f.Againft them both, my true joynts bended be. 

But. Pleades he inearneft? Looke upon his Face, 
His eyes do drop no teares: his prayers are in jeft : 

His words come from his mouth, Ours from our breft 
Heprayes but faintly, and would be deny’d, 

VVe pray with heart, andfoule, and allbeiide : 

K His 





